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Out - ош are the lights - out all! fiction 
And. over each quivering form, 

The curtain. а funeral pall, 
Comes down with the rush of a storm 

And the angels, all pallid and wan, 
Uprising, unveiling, affirm 

That the play is the tragedy "Man? 
And its hero the Conqueror Worm. 
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А k 3 
songs in his 


In 1986, he began putting out indie releases with а rotating а 105 under the name Guided by 
| il they had no choice but to 

[ds craftmanship, which 

ver the last 30 years, GbV is also 


begin touring regularly a few years ago. Althoug 
esoterically weaves together threads from variou 
noted as a fun, hard-drinking live act. 


On the heels of their last two albums, Bee Thous. 
GbV has created a considerable word-of-mouth E 
Overkill on an east coast tour. Although the tour g 
was enough to convince Pollard that he didn't want to be a 


es, а pair of lo-fi masterpieces, 

JCh of this fall opening for Urge 

ше to a wider audience, the experience 
port act again. 


| spoke with Robert Pollard and GbV bassist Jim Greer, formerly a contributing editor at Spin, after their 
November 3, 1995 set at the Capital Ballroom in Washington, D.C. 


Brut: | was made aware of GbV earlier this year by my 
brother John from the band Foggy Notion. He who rarely 
recommends records, but strongly advised me to buy Bee 
Thousand. sO | did. Its grown on me and I've played it 
regularly ever since. 


Pollard: fs become a bit of an issue with the record 
label. We recorded a bunch of new shit for our new album 
but after getting back from a European tour, | came up 
with a whole slew of better songs than we recorded in the 
studios. So l| put em on the album. They were better. They 
were crazier, lyrically more off the wall, but, to me, they 
completed the album. so | rearranged the whole thing 
and the label was all shook up over it. Now it takes more 
than one listen. The original album, when you first heard it, 
1 sounded good. You liked it right away. But | don't know 
now long that would last. now, when you listen to our new 
aoum, you listen to it right away and you go, "Oh, | don't 
«now man." It takes five or six listens, but to me those are 


те bes! albums. At first, you go, "I don't know. This is just 
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Brut: That was what Bee : 
Thousand Was like for me, Alien 


Lanes as well. With most records | buy 


nowadays, if | play it five times, I've 
played it to death. ` 


Pollard: it's gone. File it!! 


Brut: Exactly. But yours I've played 
to death. Or as much as | play 
anything to death. 


Pollard: Thanks. | seek records to 
play to death. They don't come quite 
so easily anymore. 


Brut: What records have you found 
recently that you've played to death? 


Pollard: | think the best album of 
the year is by a band called cardinal. 
it's self-titled. it's the only record I've 
played to death, other than our own 
records (laughs). It's on Fly daddy 
really baroque sparse arrangements. 
it's not rock -there's nothing that kicks, 
but it's just beautiful. #5 prude. | also 
like the Wire b-sides and demos 
collection. 


Brut: Guided by Voices started off 
where you made records in 
somebody's basement, pretty much 
for your own amusement. 


Pollard: For our own abuse, 
abusement. We went to a party after 
we made our first record, Forever 
Since Breakfast. There was this 
one guy in town who played in this 
shitty band, but he had enough 
inteligence to recognize t 
а good record. He ум 
called ће Scam's М 
| took a bunch off 
real wasted and 
them off the wal 
was horrified. Ç 
bogus! You're a schmuck! 


Pollard: Those records we threw at 
the wall are worth like $125 a pop. 
And they're not even included in the 
box set. So now theyre worth even 
more. 


Brut: What was the deal behind 
Crying Your Knife Away? 


Pollard: That became kind of a 
semi-egitimate release. It really is just 
а bootleg. They put our discography 
and our address on it. You don't do 
that on a bootleg! It's got people 
going "G-B-V, G-Motherfucking-V" It 
makes no sense at all, but | love that. 
We get people to do that sometimes 
at shows. But you gotta do it as "G- 
motherfucking-V." 


Brut: The audience had the "G-B-V" 
chant going at the Black Cat in June. 


Pollard: We played at the Black 
Cat twice. | love it there. We should 
be playing at the Black Cat now. 


Brut: га much rather see you as a 
headliner. 


Pollard: Меге pulling out of this tour 
for that simple issue. | feel that our fans 
have been treated unfairly. Theyve 


You dont often is 


"ble down my t 


by sarah pike 


got to pay $18 a ticket to see изршу-.. 


for like 40 minutes and | see someone 
out there with a T-shirt on, | almost want 
to cry. 


Brut: | didnt wear mine tonight 
because | thought ГаЧоок like a 
schmuck coming fo interview you. 


Greer: “Dont be that guy!" What's - 
that from, Pcu of something like that? 
"You're going to the show and youre 
wearing the t-shirt of the band that's 
playing that show? Don't be that guy!" 


Pollard: but the band loves to see 
that. 


Greer: Of course. so, "be that guy!" 


Brut: Why did you decide to play 
with Urge Overkill? 


Pollard: We get all these offers all 
The time. We had an offer to play with 
Soul Asylum. We had an offer to play 
with .. . Ted Nugent! (laughs) We 
becarne a part of the industry 
because мете too lazy to deal with it 
ourselves. We constantly get these 
offers and Пит ‘em down. Мо, no, no. 
Then. we got an offer to tour with Urge 
Overkill. | used to be a fan of Urge 
Overkill. | still like Urge Overkill, so | said, 
"Yeah, we'll do that." So we did, but it 
didn't work out. | fee! really bad. It's 
really no Ones ошї. But | started to 
feel а itie bit guilty about the fact that 


| see guys 3180. up їо me and say, "l 
о ѕее уои. 


сгеег:".. 
12 minutes. 


‚ and you only played for 


Brut: When are you going fo pull out 
and start headlining your own shows 
again? 


Pollard: Мете gonna pull out after 

this east coast thing. We're not really 

pulling out because we're going home 
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Brut: You've witten about 2,000 
songs by now. Do you have any 
typical way of writing songs - first the 
music, then the lyrics or does it all 
come to you at once? 


Pollard: its always different. | write 
lyrics sometime, | write titles sometime, 
| write melodies sometimes, | write riffs 
sometimes. Whatever comes first, 
then everything else comes after that. 
And when it's all ready to go, to write 
the melody, | press "record" on this 
shitty little tape recorder and that's the 
song. But they usually come in spurts, 
| don't usually go, "Oh I've got this 
great new song!" It happens every 
once in a while - "Exit Flagger" was like 
that, But for the most рап, | get 
inspired and write a bunch of lyrics. 
sometimes it works, sometimes It 
doesn't, But when it works, it's almost 
like channeling or doing acid or 
something. It's totally great. 


Brut: How do you sequence your 
records? 


Pollard: When | think of records, | 
think in terms of sides, | don't have 
enough tolerance or patience to 
listen through entire albums. So | sit 
through а side. . . . l'm a scientist and 
I've studied rock а! my life and I'm 38 
years old. | use to call myself а 
professor rock. | 


Brut: Doctor Bob. 
Pollard: Ог Robert." 
Brut: You've got a 14-year-old son. 


Pollard: He's now in th 
Cheerleader Coldfront." 


- Get him into a sone thing like 
hockey. 


Pollard: He's a golfer, He's gonna 
be a pro golfer and my daughters 
gonna be an actress. | 


Brut: How old is she? 


Pollard: She's 11. She's crazy. 
She's the only person left in the world 
who can make me laugh my ass off, 
except for Dana Carvey. 


Brut: Are you gonna do a tour on 
your own after this one's done? 


Pollard: | дог! think we should be 
opening for people. | don't think 
мете a support act, 


Greer: We mess up the stage too 
much. 


Brut: Puddles all over the place. 
Pollard: On this tour, we get a sign 
outside our door that says, "SUPPORT 
ACT." What's up with that shit? 


Brut: How did the European tour 
go? 


Pollard: Good. London was 


Oft sweet сап of beer 


(my liver бедѕ for mercy) 
> give me more right now. 


by sarah pike 


go like Impress 
minutes before we go on, 
the "G-B-V thing." I'm 
thinking, "There they are, those smug 
London people!" 


Brut; When | saw you at the Black 
Cat, | came away thinking that GbV 
was almost as drunk as the 
Replacements, but that they held it 
together and didn't turn it into a bad 
'70s cover show. 


Pollard: We did one show where 
we turned into the Replacements. 


Greer: But it was way worse than 
the Replacements because we 
couldn't play anything. We tried to 
play "Born to be Wild," we tried to play 
"Free Bird," and we tried to play "Louie 
Louie" for about 10 minutes. 


Brut: At least you didn't do "Heart 
beat, it's a Love Beat." 


Pollard: Ме fell completely apart in 
the songs we tried to cover. Then so 
we went, "Let's make one up" and it 
was good. 


Brut: You've got a new drummer 
now that Kevin Fennell's recuperating 
from back surgery. 


Greer: Craig didn't really have 
much time to prepare. He did a great 
job. 


Pollard: Craig was in a band 

[60 the Method. His band mate, 
Farley who's now in Tammy and 
ps, was our roadie when we 


did the west coast tour. Toby's wife 


was pregnant and had the baby a 
month early, when were were in 
Vancouver, We would have had to 
cancel the tour, but Nate Farley knew 
all the songs from the records, 


Seattle bands, Peter Buck and е 
body, and we still did the shows. 


Brut: In that sense, Guided by 
Voices is almost like a roving 
committee. 


Pollard: ifs a guild. We've got 
replacements ready if someone's not 
coming. Here's a good story. | 
haven't told this one to any magazine. 
Back in 86, when we were just starting 
to make records, we went to go see 
REM and the Replacements in 
Cincinnati and we're walking around 
getting all hammered. So we got 
there about three hours before the 
show and we're walking around 
behind the venue, which was Bogart's. 
There must've been some panic 
because the Replacements hadn't 
shown up yet. This guy comes out and 
asks, "Are you the Replacements?" 
And | said, "Yeah. We are the 
Replacements." 


Brut: The substitute Replacements. 


Pollard: We had 'em going for a 
minute. Then they went, "Nah, you're 
not." №5 a semi-good story. 


Brut: lve read that you keep most of 
your press clippings. You can make a 
set like in the King Crimson box set. 
That seemed to have every good, 
bad and indifferent review ever written 
on them. 


Pollard: Have you heard a song of 
theirs called "Ladies of the Road"? | 
think it's ON Islands. that's what 
inspired me to write "Hot Freaks." (sings 
а sample of lyrics). King Crimson 4 
wrote "Hot Freaks." 


Brut: Some of your ideas in one 
song show up elsewhere in other 
songs. 


Brut. |! seems like your recordings 
are more about capturing the 
moment than achieving technical 
perfection. 


Pollard: Copture the moment, do 
a lot of it, sequence it properly, make 
a nice album cover, give it a nice Ше. 
There you've got it. 


Greer: II tell you the secret of Toby's 
mike placement: wherever there 
aren't’ any beer cans and people 
standing. 


Pollard: Al ihe records that we put 
out before we had Toby Sprout, we 
really had no direction about how to 
record. When we got Toby, we started 
getting these sounds out of his 4-track 
that sounded great. We used this 
device called a Memory Man. 


Greer: It's an analog signal 
processor. They don't make ‘em 
anymore. It has analog delay and 
analog chorus. 


Pollard: We first discovered the 
potential of the Memory Man on “Hot 


HIGHER STATE OF BEING, 
BY FUNNEL OR BY SHOTGUN 
MAYBE BY I.V. 


by sarah pike 


Pollard: “Chicken Blows" was like 
(sings tyiics while moving hand forward 
and backward in font of his mouth). 
some engineer nad то tell us we could 
do it ПО hiing our lips. 


Brut: You nec с 07 about records 
made on miniscule budgets. About 
what's the most you've spent on a 
record? 


Greer: $100,000 (laughs). We didnt 
actually spend that much, but we took 
that much. 


Pollard: On our new album, we 
spent about $20,000, but before that, 
ihe most we spent was about $2,000. 


Greer: If you give us $2,000, we can 
make a record and have a hell of a 
party. 


Pollard: We went into a 32-track 
studio and recorded about 10 songs. 
Without rehearsing, it took us about 
Tree їо four hours, including mixing. 


Brut: ve беса of people spending 
four months on just the drum sound. 


Greer: Bz П pet # wos a really good 
sound! The типа about doing 
тег producers and 
consider the perfect drum 
not appeal to us at all. 


I за hots a great song but you 


Gked it up." But if | say, "It doesn't 


Brut: Now thot youre putting our 

your third album on Matador, are you 

getting heat from the record company 
3 5 


history, 


Pollard: Our de : ег 
was ыс mas. in terms of l leaps in ihe writing, etc.2 | 
Greer: We had been idly talking 
about going into studios and doing ` 
stuff. | think they thought we were | 
going to turn out a Raspberries 
album. I'm not really sure. 


Pollard: Over time, I've discovered 
_ a perfect songwriting technique. 

When youre inspired to write lyrics, 
write a bunch of 'em. And then, take 
those lyrics, hit the tape recorder and 
make music for as long as you can. 
Then cut it at the point where it starts 
to suck. And then start it again, until 
youre all the way through the song. 
There are no rules with Guided by. 


Pollard: | дог! know what they 
want. They don't get what they want. 
They get what | want. 


Greer: And that's in the contract 
and they can't do anything about it. 


Pollard: Мече made a really good 
thing and everybody's happy now. 
The album now is what | want. But 255 
we've added on the vinyl an extra ЕР %; 
of five or six songs that they wanted. 2 "Таб ' 
The CD will have these as bonus + 
tracks. So, it's unprecedented - it's the 
album we want, plus all the big, huge 
hits that everybody else wanted. It's ` 
like Propeller. 


Greer: The 32-track stuff sounds like 
the 4-track, but without the hiss. It's 
cleaner recorded and better 
sounding, but still has the character of 
the band. It's not lo-fi. 


Voices. That's what people have to 
understand. We splice together 
something we recorded 10 years ago 
with something we just did. We take 
the best parts. It's almost like the 
concept of God. You get rid of the 
bullshit and keep the good shit. It's a 
concept of perfection. We record 
stuff and, if there's one part that's not 
good, the rest of it is salvageable. 


Brut: 5 there anything in the old 
catalog that you'd want to go back 
and rerecord? 


Pollard: We are re-recioding 
"Postal Blowfish" for the new album. | 
gets one of the hugest responses of 
our live shows, so we decided to 


ae | Greer: God' up there going, "That 
make it big and wired. 


species just doesn't rock." 


Greer: Maybe down the road, in 
about five years, we'll go into a big 
6 


Pollard: Guided by Voices seeks 
perfection. If we record a song and 


“рег defunct new album. 


С аке а гесога їог 
everybody else. You cant think, "What 


.. would our fans ке? ! would. hope 


that my fans like what Ке. 


ве Ог моца have the 


intelligence to try to grasp it. 


Pollard: It's a complicated game. 


Danny Partridge said that a long time 
ago. Then he threw up. 


Brut: Spin referred to you as "King 
Crimson for people with short 
attention spans." 


;; Pollard: We are King Crimson with 


short attention spans. | wouldn't argue 


ИН that. 


Brut: | thought of you more as the 


eatles in a garage on a beer binge. 


b "Pollard: And who wouldn't want to 


listen to the Beatles in a garage on a 
beer binge recording new songs for 
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Interview by Ariel Hart 


Henri Pachard has long been one of the pioneer directors in 
the adult film industry. Since the late 1970’s he’s had the 
gumption to explore the gritty aspects of human sexuality 
in efforts like Babylon Pink, Sexcapades, Steal Breeze and 
Lilith Unleashed. Pachard is one of the few who truly cares 
about his performers, treats them with respect and gives them 
a chance to express themselves on screen. 

Always outspoken, always prolific and poetic, what bet- 
ter person to reflect upon today's porn climate, in the wake 
of censorship and the incredible shrinking budget? Attrac- 
tive, with intense eyes and a sensual growl, Pachard is a 


gentleman and a kinky scholar, royalty in a land of despot 


impostors. 


This interview was conducted in January of 1994, after the great Los Angeles earthquake. Some of Pachard's most 
recent efforts are Anal Shame and The Black Aces for Vidco and Fast-Forward for Caballero. Hold on tight for some of his 


passionate porn philosophies. 


Ariel Hart: What's the great adult film 
director Henri Pachard up to these days? 


Henri Pachard: Cleaning up after the 
earthquake. It's been over a week and 
everything's still a mess. There's a crack 
in every ceiling and wall. The living 
room is totally bent. My domestic life is 
jammed. 


Hart: Hmmm. Sounds like the porn in- 
dustry itself. 


Pachard: This is a very dysfunctional 
Pusiness. It helps to have a clean house 
12 give some sense of place. 


Hart: You sure this is a good time for an 


жар В ` сос ал be more ready. In- 


terview me, baby. I think it’s very sexy 
doing this on the telephone. You in New 
York and me in Los Angeles. Sort of like 
long-distance phone sex. I'll never forget 
what you said about the erotic tension 
that exists between us. It’s true. I’d like 
to bone you, Ariel, do you know that? 


Hart: Coming from the revered Henri 
Pachard, I’m flattered. Let’s cut to the 
chase, though. 

Pachard: That's fine by me. 


Hart: Do you think there's any erotica 
left in America today? 


Pachard: Absolutely. Now more than ever. 


Hart: Really? 
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Pachard: The most exciting thing for 
me has been watching the emergence of 
women since the sexual revolution in the 
19608. I think the blossoming of 
women's strength and independence is 
incredibly erotic. 


Hart: Many men don't share your en- 
thusiasm. 


Pachard: You're right. A lot of men, es- 
pecially men in this business, are afraid of 
women. I don't think I’m one of them. 
Strong women who know exactly what 
they want turn me on a great deal. Get- 
ting a phone call from a woman who 
says, "Hi, | saw you at a meeting the 
other day and [4 really like to fuck you,” 
feels fantastic. That didn't happen when 
I was growing up. 


Hart: What about eroticism in porn? 


Pachard: Porn is making itself obsolete 
as people grow more sexually and explore 
more as individuals. 


Hart: Why do you say that? 


Pachard: Do you watch porn movies to 
get aroused anymore? 


Hart: Actually, I find most of it 
pretty boring. 


Pachard: My point exactly. To- 
day, we make vanilla porn. I sus- 
pect people are being much more 
adventurous in their private lives 
than we are permitted to explore 
on film. During the days of loops 
in the 19505 and 19605, we'd 
show a man entering a room then 
fucking two women. That didn’t 
happen in real life in 1963. But 
today, we're jaded. We see this 
on film and we live this in pri- 
vate. We've been watching so 
much of it on tape that we've be- 
come almost immune to porn. It 
doesn't shock us anymore. 


the first to go? 


Pachard: Usually. But 1 originally put 
them in bathrooms for a reason, to make 
a point. Because they shouldn't be there! 
The saddest part is that because of these 
cuts a lot of pertinent dialog is missing 
and the story is either ruined or impos- 
sible to figure out. 


Hart: So, Henri Pachard's signature, his 


Hart: Where do you see the 
porn industry going? 


Pachard: 1 see it dying unless it 
changes drastically to meet these 
new needs. | see people turning 
the video cameras on themselves 
and exploring the darker sides of 
their sexuality. 


Hart: But the authorities almost force us 
to create "vanilla porn." Aren't the video 
companies recutting some of your classic 
films to comply with obscenity laws? 


Pachard: It’s true that the films are be- 
ing cut, but it's not because of any cen- 
sorship laws on the books. This is due to 
paranoid lawyers making distributors and 
mail-order companies delete what they 
consider questionable. They're afraid of 
lawsuits if a scene has a slight violent 
edge or might be interpreted as demean- 
ing to women. 


Hart: Are your trademark "toilet scenes" 


A Pachard Love-In 


statement has been deleted, so to speak. 


Pachard: They lack punch. They lack 
statement. Some are completely obliter- 
ated. Others are totally disjointed. Гуе 
been trying to find the tape Ladies Room. 
but I can't seem to. 


Hart: That was a fine video. 


Pachard: One of my favorites. It 
showed the changes society has gone 
through in each decade, from the 1940's 
to the 1980's. This video actually said 
something. I tried to show society's evo- 
lution, our metamorphosis. I have a feel- 
ing Ladies Room has been yanked off the 
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shelves because the entire thing takes 
place in a bathroom, a very obscene 
place to have sex. 


Hart: What would Henri Pachard like 
to do next? 


Pachard: I'd very much like to have my 
own video line. I'm thinking very seri- 
ously of this. 


Hart: How would yours be dif- 
ferent than all the others out 
there? 


Pachard: Well, Га like to ex- 
plore alternate lifestyles for one. 
Like I did in Steal Breeze a few 
years ago. In that film, I took a 
look at heterosexual cross dress- 
ing. This goes on a lot more 
than we realize. Га like to do a 
project on double cross dressing. 
You know, where the man and 
the woman exchange roles and 
wear each other's clothes. They 
do role reversal exercises in vari- 
ous types of marriage counseling, 
but I would take it a step further, 
to the bedroom. I think this 
would be extremely therapeutic. 


Hart: And hot. I love wearing 
my lover's boxer shorts and have 
him eat me out through the slit. 


Pachard: That's called a “dick 
door." 


Hart: Except when | wear 
them. it 5 called a “pussy door.” 


Pachard: Fam enough. You know, once 
upon а time, I made movies where people 
went through transformations, saw rev- 
elations via their sexuality. In The Wide- 
spread Scandals of Lydia Lace, there's a 
scene that stands out in my mind. In it, 
Sharon Mitchell's giving a guy head. He 
keeps asking her questions and she keeps 
stopping to answer him. But no matter 
what she says, it's never the right re- 
sponse. At the beginning of the scene, 
he's clearly in control, but by the end, 
the tables are turned. They exchange 
roles. I put things like that in to my mov- 
ies just for the hell of it. 
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You want me to hang him by his 
what?! 


Hart: Everyone might not get what 
you're trying to say, but some will. 


Pachard: That's just what I'm trying to 
do. Reach a few people at a time. But 
now that’s getting more and more diffi- 
cult. I don’t have the same tools to work 
with that I did ten, fifteen years ago. I’m 
given one day to shoot it and a box cover 
with a gorgeous blonde on it. She has a 
nose job, big balloon tits and she has two 
sex scenes in the video. The only prob- 
lem is, she doesn’t want to be there. She 
doesn’t want anyone to touch her. What 
can you do with that? 


Hart: It’s always amazed me that even 
under those circumstances, you manage 
to do something outstanding. 


Pachard: Thanks. 


Hart: Take your video Eclipse, for ex- 
ample. It's obviously a one-day shoot, but 
the viewer feels they're getting an in- 
depth view of what it's like to be on a 
porno set. You feel the insanity, the pa- 
thos, the ugliness and the beauty, espe- 
cially in that scene where Nikki Sinn ac- 


tualy cried after her encounter with 
Buck Adams. 


Pachard: Nikki's a fine actress. She's 
abie tc evoke emotions like that even 


during sex. And I'm not just saying that 
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because I happen to be in 
love with her. 


Hart: So, love even strikes 
Henri Pachard, a guy who's 
been married five times? 


Pachard: Makes you think 
anything’s possible, doesn’t 
it? ГИ turn fifty-five soon 
and I've never felt like this 
before. It's beautiful. 


Hart: I’m very happy for 
you. Do you think this rela- 
tionship will reflect in your 
work? 


Pachard: Sure. I'm lucky 
enough to have had the op- 
portunity to express my 
sexuality on film all of these 
years. My work has always been evidence 
of what I’ve been going through in my 
head. 


Hart: What do you think of the adult 
product in general today? 


Pachard: I'm not sure what ГА call it. 
I'm a professional pornographer. I liked it 
when we made sexually-explicit movies 
that were artistic. Movies that made 
statements. Movies people could collect, 
show to their friends and say, "Look at 
this crazy thing!" Unfortunately, we 
don't do that anymore. | don't know 
what we do. 


Hart: In many ways, you're the last of a 
generation, the last of the Mohicans. 


Pachard: (laughs) Oh, there are still 
some of us left. 


Hart: Who, for example? 


Pachard: Alex de Renzy. And he's had 
the balls to use his real name. I also 
think John Leslie is the best dirty movie 
maker in the business. I've been helping 
him produce some projects. In fact, 1 just 
bowed out of directing a vampire series 
for Sin City because they kept postpon- 
ing production and it was interfering 
with a prior commitment I had with Leslie. 
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Hart: А pornographer with morals. 
That's pretty impressive. 


Pachard: | think so. 


Hart: What do you think killed the 
porn industry as we used to know it? The 
advent of video? 


Pachard: Well, video certainly helped 
for film makers like me. Movie making 
lost its glamour. | used to be entrusted 
with lots of money to do a film which 
usually took five days. When video came 
along, it gave people who had no prior 
training the opportunity to make one- 
day movies. 


Hart: Do you see this change as some- 
thing negative? 


Pachard: Not necessarily. When every- 
thing was shot on film, we spent ridicu- 
lous amounts of money to shoot a silly 
story which involved sex...like who stole 
the jewels, for example. And all so we 
could screen it in a porn theater so that 
some poor guy could masturbate to it in 
the dark. Now, we have no limitations, 
in a sense. 


Hart: 
video. 


Now, any schmuck can make a 


Pachard: | believe that pornography re- 
quires no justification. It's a mode of free 
expression. Always was and still is. 


Hart: Can it and will it return to where 
it was before video? 


Pachard: Definitely, but on a different 
level. I predict that people will experi- 
ment more and more with video. It used 
to be that many of us directed porn films 
because we really wanted to direct "regu- 
lar" Hollywood films. For most of us, that 
never happened, but still, we had the 
chance to create and express ourselves. 
That's not too bad, is it? 


Hart: Not at all. When do you see this 
change in the industry occurring? 


Pachard: I think it's just around the 
corner. I think we'll be mixing hard-core 
sex with bondage and S&M very soon. 


Hart: But before the 19805, virtually 
every movie included an S&M scene and 
a rape scene. In a sense, we'd just be 
moving ahead to move backwards. 


Pachard: You're absolutely right. 


5 
Hart: Where do you see yourself in all of 
this? 


Pachard: In the distribution end of it. 
Working with new producers and direc- 
tors. I want them to really push the enve- 
lope, so to speak, to try new things, ex- 
periment. The performers 1 work with are 
only able to give eighty percent of them- 
selves. If I ask two actors to put their 
dicks in an actress’s mouth at the same 
time, they refuse, saying that they're 
homophobic. Yet, I suspect that in their 
private lives, they do some wild, kinky 
things to get off. 
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Hart: So, you want to delve deeper into 
our libidos, do you? 


Pachard: Porn isn’t on the cutting edge 
anymore. It used to be, but it’s not any 
longer. It’s become standard. The ones 
on the cutting edge are the ones who 
watch porn. I think they do more absurd 
things at home than we are permitted to 
depict on film. 


Hart: But it sounds like you want го 
change that. 


Pachard: I want to take chances. I want 
the people who will be making movies 
for me to take risks. We all have bound- 
aries and limitations. These new people 
will have none. 


Hart: | hope you can do that and stay 
out of jail. 
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Pachard: Me, too. | picture myself sit- 
ting around the campfire, telling stories 
to the younger ones. "Tell us about 
Barbarosa,” they'll ask, just like they do 
in old westerns. (Laughs) 


Hart: Wili vou miss directing movies 
yourself? 


Pachard: FPrzcatly. But ГЇЇ be giving 
others the power to be creative. And 111 
be very. vens Бату. 


Hart: Sounds ке vou already аге. 


Pachard: 1 am. But Га still like to bone 


you. 


The student of poetry must be alive to 
the tact that as long as Man has written 
great poetry, he has written wretched po- 
etry: the Golden Age of Art in Etruria 
was preceded by the Decades of Dirty 
Doggerel; a Sanskrit text recently un- 
earthed near Rawalpindi was found ta be 
a lengthy poem in ccuplets on the sub- 
ject of going on vacation with the kids; 
and the decadent Limerika school of 
Athens so incensed Greeks of good taste 
that proponents of the style were ban- 
ished (inspiring the first use of the phrase 
“poetic justice”). 

The following discussion does not pro- 
pose to present a comprehensive review 
of the failings of English-speaking poets 
(I have omitted, for example, inexpli- 
cable gushings from Coleridge over the 
aroma of his bean field, and Emily 
Dickinson’s lifelong belief that she lived 
in a country where “vain” rhymed with 
“again”), but rather to provide for the ap- 
prentice poet a concise guide through the 
worst of those failings. 

A good poem, we must first establish, 
is one which moves the soul to painful 
sensibility; it induces a sort of spiritual 
heartburn. Or a good poem may soothe, 
as a spiritual antacid. A good poem re- 
flects careful design, while flowing freely 
and sequaciously. Or it may convey utter 
disregard for form in a capriciously hap- 
hazard verbal cacophony. 

And a bad poem, of course, is just the 
opposite. 

To help clarify this distinction, the 
reader may compare Blake’s “To the Ac- 
cuser Who is the God of This World” to 
Burns “To a Mouse.” Or the reader may 
simply compare the titles. 

It is evident that great poetry deals 
with great, universal themes: Life, Love, 
God, Housework. This is no coincidence, 
since the master or mistress poet or poet- 
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ess will leave the choice of theme to his 
or her muse, and muses have not in- 
vented a new great theme in three mil- 
lennia. Lesser poets may find it difficult 
to consult their muses (particularly on 
weekends and holidays), and so must of- 
ten fend for themselves. Although there 
exist no hard and fast rules on what is fit 
subject matter for a poem, just as the 
writer of prose might avoid such well- 
plowed phrases as "well-plowed," the 
poet should avoid such well-plowed po- 
etic fields as "America," "Mother," and 
"Trees." 

Perhaps more importantly, the poet 
must never attempt to spell something 
acrostically in a poem (and especially not 
“America,” “Mother,” ог “Тгеев”). 
George Peele’s “The Bells at Midday” 
was widely censured in its day when it 
was discovered that by taking every sixth 
letter from every second line, the words 
“A pox on you, Jack” were spelled. This 
was believed to be a message to Peele’s 
literary agent, who had disappeared re- 
cently along with a large advance for 
Peele’s next book of poems. While Peele 
swore the thing was a coincidence, his 
stature in the literary community was 
never the same. 

Often merely attempting to make a 
poem rhyme can be a mistake. Tennyson, 
for example, felt obligated to rhyme but 
sometimes ran out of suitable words. In 
“The Lotos-Eaters” he was forced to 
cheat in the very first stanza, repeating 
the rhyming word instead of thinking of 
something new: 


Da dum da dum da dum da dum the land, 
Da dum da dum da dum da shoreward soon. 
Da dum da dum da dum da dum the land 
Da dum da dum da dum da afternoon. 


Clearly there was a wealth of alterna- 
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HOW NOT TO WRITE POETRY 


By: Bruce C. Kula | 


tives, like “canned” ог “gland,” had 
Tennyson been sufficiently inventive to 
use them. 

Although he proved on occasion he 
could, Milton normally chose not to 
rhyme (and it is worth noting that a 
Braille rhyming dictionary would not be 
available until two centuries after his 
death) However, he was insecure 
enough about not rhyming that he wrote 
mostly in Latin, so that few contempo- 
raries knew what he was up to. 

Just as eschewing rhyme is not neces- 
sarily something to be ashamed of, nei- 
ther is rhyming accidentally. Once one 
starts rhyming, however, one must keep 
it up. А poem that happens to begin — 


A young sporting lady from Bristol 
Once practiced her craft on a pistol. 


— forces the poet either to continue 
rhyming, or to ship his heroine to an- 
other city. This example, from one of 
John Donne's notebooks, concludes: 


The gun going off 
Sent the lady aloft 
And when she 


artilleryman. 


landed she married an 


It is no mystery why Donne never 
managed to get it published. 

The counterpart of rhyme in poetry is 
not reason (as it is in other areas of hu- 
man endeavor), but rhythm, and rhythm 
has received a variety of mistreatments 
from the great poets. In Thomas Wyatt’s 
day strict meter was in vogue, and Wyatt 
was not beyond excising a syllable (“And 
he that suff-reth offense without blame”) 
or inserting one (“That when my years 
be done, withouten noise”), to satisfy the 
metric requirements at the expense of 
the English language. The free-spirited 


Walt Whitman felt that rhythm should 
flow from the cadences of the language 
itself, or at least that is how he defended 
his disregard for meter (his uncharitable 


detractors, however, murmur that 
Whitman received his worst marks at 
school in a class entitled Prosody 211A). 
Steering a middle course was Gerard 
Manley Hopkins, who was attracted to 
meter but didn’t wish to be married to it 
(this was before he entered the priest- 
hood). Hopkins expostulated that it was 
acceptable to have too many or too few 
syllables in a line just as long as one ut- 
tered the too-few syllables slowly, and 
the too-many syllables quickly. The in- 
tellectual atmosphere of Hopkins’ era 
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reads Chaucer, “has herpes.” | guess I'm impressed. 
by the honesty. She was a mess of regrets. 
Your herpe, ! think, ва fish. like pets. ` 


“Richard Tonski : 


was one of such unmitigated sobriety that 
when he said this nobody laughed. 

Because rhythm has followed trends, 
the novice is advised to follow the ex- 
ample of current poets, especially cur- 
rent, published, and successful poets. If 
today's poets are sticking to trochees and 
seven-foot lines, experimenting with ca- 
dences is not likely to be the best career 
move - except for poets who can't count 
very well. 

However, of all the things that might 
separate the naive, untried poet from the 
master, the chiefest is saying exactly 
what one means to say. À real poet 
would never say what he means. Study 
the gorgeous obscurity in these lines from 
Spenser: 


Wake, now my love, 

awake; for it is time, 

The Rosy Morne long 

since left Tithones bed, 

All ready her silver coche 

~ | to clyme, 

A And Phoebus gins to 
| show his glorious hed. 


If this is remarkable 
poetry, it is all the 
more remarkable when 
one considers his rough 


draft: 


Are you getynge up. от 
what? 
| It's quarter to elevyn. 


More than proving 
his facility for classical 
allusion, the finished 
passage demonstrates a 
fine business sense: 
Spenser was paid by 
the word. 

Ezra Pound, lacking 
the wordiness of classi- 
| cal poets, would some- 
“| times pad his poems 
| with an introductory 
epigraph written Бу 
someone else. The epi- 
graph is a hallowed 
trick of the writing 
trade (well known to 
writers of science fic- 
tion novels) for lend- 


BRUTARIAN е ISSUE #17 


ing length, legitimacy, and profundity to 
one's work. Pound's editor finally drew 
the line when the maestro (who had a 
car payment due) used Book VII of Para- 
dise Lost to pad a haiku. 

But when it came to obscurity, Pound 
had no peers. He once took a correspon- 
dence course in conversational Greek, 
and every new word he learned found a 
place in one ot his poems. At the height 
of his powers. Pound could be incompre- 
hensible in twelve languages. (Still, he 
died a bitter man. never having forgiven 
T.S. Eliot for an insult proffered in 1936. 
Eliot interrupted Pound's proposal of 
dactylic hexameter as an alternative to 
eating fowl with a stinging "Yes - I know 
exactly what you mean.") 

Metaphor and foreign language are 
not the only roads to obscurity. Selection 
of title, for example, can make the differ- 
ence between a poem being considered 
mundane or profound. The following verse: 


Chrome chrome chrome 

No plastic in the dashboard at all 
Four hundred nine cubes and 
Positraction 

Speed limit seventy five. 


was sent by the author to 23 literary 
magazines under the title "My 56 
Chevy,” and it was rejected 23 times. 
The first time the poem was submitted 
with the title “Fruits of Babylon,” it was 
enthusiastically accepted and published, 
earning the author a small honorarium. 
The poem subsequently won two poetry 
competitions. 

It mav be argued that this is verbal ar- 
tifice, word-Faubles set out for effect. It 
would be easy to respond to this quibble 
by saying that such is the definition of 
poetry itself. 

But it’s probably best if we don’t 
spread that around. 
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As Close То You Аз Your Skin 


Dallas Ketchum Reflects On 
The Beauty Of Knowing Henry 


I stepped out of the office building 
that night into a pounding cold Manhat- 
tan winter rain. I had on the Burberry 
taincoat I wore every day to work but no 
umbrella. The rain seemed literally to be 
pissing on me from a great height — a 
nasty cruel insult of a rain, a slap in the 
face to a guy who'd just left his office in a 
perfect fury of hate for his job and bitter 
self-loathing. 

The rain was just what I needed. 

Rush-hour traffic along 5th Avenue 
was moving at a crawl, every passing cab 
either full or else off-duty. I turned the 
comer onto 47th Street and began to 
walk, dodging the umbrellas that every- 
body else seemed to have but me, dodg- 
ing the wide-brim hats of the Hassidim 
who worked the strip of jewelry stores. 

I could taste my hair by now. 

My take-home work, the idiot manu- 
scripts beneath my decidedly non-water- 
proof Burberry, were going to get soaked 
if I didn’t find a cab soon. The shoes 
would be ruined. I glanced over my 
shoulder peering through the dark for a 
taxi and stepped into a puddle deep 
enough to splash my socks and trouser- 
leg. 
I cursed god, Manhattan, my job, the 
boss, the weather, the useless fucking 
raincoat, the taste of my shampoo, um- 
brellas and the hats of Hassidim, the ri- 
diculous cost of shoes. 

I turned again and saw a cab door 
opening. | 

There was а guy stepping out holding 
a newspaper over his head. Why hadn't I 
thought of that? 

I ran for it. The guy slammed the door 
shut and disappeared into the crowd. | 
pushed my way through the crowd, 
thinking, move it, you assholes, this is 
my life here. I got to the back door of the 
cab and was reaching for the handle 
when I saw another hand move for it too, 
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a middle-aged overweight female hand 
with too many rings on it, a hand drip- 
ping as much as mine was dripping and 1 
thought, where the hell did she come 
from? and I reached for her shoulder and 
pushed her. 

The woman staggered back. Shocked. 

So was I. Jesus Christ! I thought. 
What have I just done? 

I saw her face compose itself and then 
harden, thin lips pressed tight together, 
eyes beneath the rain-slick glasses nar- 
rowing, glaring at me. 

“Tm sorry," I said. “My god. Please. 
Take the cab. Please.” 

“No,” she said. 

“I want you to take it. I need you to 
take it.” 

“Мо.” 

Ahead of us the light turned from red 
to green. The cab began to move. I 
reached for the door and pulled it open. 
The cab stopped. 

“Here. Please. Get in.” 

I watched her hesitate, arms crossed 
over her ample chest and rainwater drip- 
ping off her scarf. Behind us horns were 
blaring. The horns seemed to decide her. 

“All right,” she said. “We'll share it.” 

“Wonderful! Fine.” 

Inside we sat in total silence. Hers 
stony. Staring straight ahead. Mine an 
agony of guilt and shame. What the hell 
was I turning into? My mother hadn’t 
raised me for this. Hell, this woman was 
old enough to be my mother. What on 
earth did you say to some lady you've just 
shoved out of the way to grab a fucking 
taxi? 

“I’m not normally like this,” was what 
I came up with. 

Of course she didn’t answer. It was as 
though I wasn’t even there in the cab 
with her. Maybe as far as she was con- 
cerned, I wasn’t. 

“I can't believe I did that. Really. I’m 
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sorry. I just had this incredibly bad day at 
work and...” 

I knew how lame it sounded. Really 
bad day at work. 

Asshole. 

I shook my head. Something com- 
pelled me to go on. 

"I'm just not normally the kind of per- 
son who would do that." 

She gave it a beat. 

“Uh-huh,” she said. 

And that was all she said. 1 was not 
going to get off the hook that easily. 
Clearly I was in the presence of a real 
New Yorker. And New Yorkers believe 
in the corrective value of a good nasty 
squirm or two. Г got a nod when she got 
off at her stop and that would have to do 
by way of redemption. 

She did me a very big favor, that 
woman. That very night I resolved to 
quit my job. [t was turning me into a 
goddamn monster. There was only one 
thing I had to do first. I had to meet 
Henry face to face. 

The first book I ever stole was Henry 
Miller's TROPIC OF CAPRICORN. 

CANCER and CAPRICORN had 
been published by Grove Press back to 
back that year but CAPRICORN ap- 
peared on the rack at my father's store 
slightly ahead of CANCER. When 
CANCER appeared on the rack I stole 
that too. 

My father owned what in those days 
we called a confectionery store. In most 
parts of the country they've long since 
disappeared. We sold books, magazines, 
comics, newspapers, cigarettes, cigars and 
tobacco, candy, gum, greeting cards, 
over-the-counter drugs, stationary and 
school supplies, toys, bottled soda, bread, 
milk, and god knows what else now es- 
capes my memory. We had a formica 
counter the length of the store with 
round spinner-stools and а narrow 


kitchen and soda fountain behind it. 
From there we dispensed coffee, eggs and 
bacon, soup and sandwiches, my 
mother's home-made cakes and pies, and 
ice cream and soda concoctions of all 
kinds — malts, shakes, sundaes, cherry 
cokes and egg creams — the whole 
1950’s bit. All this out of a space no big- 
ger than the living room of my apartment. 

Early on, from about the age of ten | 
worked there, my first job loading the 
candy bins and untying, stacking and 
then retying and returning the daily 
newspapers and then graduating — hap- 
pily — to the comic books, magazines 
and paperbacks on which I was already 
something of an expert — Man’s Action, 
Saga and early Playboy to Famous Mon- 
sters of Filmland to Mad and Cracked to 
sexy Midwood novels to EC and Classic 
Comics — and finally in my teenage 
years to soda jerk. 

I stole Henry in 1962 at age sixteen. It 
was the only way my parents were going 
to let me have him. 

I had read about Henry Miller in some 
long-forgotten men’s mag. The pornogra- 
pher-artist from Paris, bucking the cen- 
sorship laws both in France and here. I 
knew what censorship was because of the 
goddamn comics code — the bastards 
had gone and ruined my favorite stuff for 
me. I knew | needed to have this guy. 

There were woods behind my house 
with a brook running through them and I 
hid him there, wrapped in wax paper, be- 
hind a rock high along the bank. Daily 
after work or summer school algebra class 
I would visit the brook and collect him 
and take him deep into the woods and 
read a few pages. 

CAPRICORN was also the first book 
I ever sipped instead of gulping. It more 
or less forced me to. Much of it was in- 
comprehensible to me. Some of his lines 
were stunningly long and complex. Some 
of his words sent me scurrying home af- 
terwards to my dictionary. But I perse- 
vered, knowing | was in the presence of 
something fiery and brilliant — and sexy. 

I could see why they wanted to burn 
him. Henry was the first truly subversive 
writer I 'd ever come across unless you 
counted Mickey Spillane. By turns furi- 
ous and joyous, philosophic and perverse. 
Sex was a pure pleasure to him and ex- 
isted for its own sake. There was none of 
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this love-and-romance crap to dilute its 
happy power. On top of that he thought 
that America was fucked. White bread, 
scared conformist citizens and not a lick 
of room for the artist. 

Which I already yearned to be. 

In a way I thought Henry was me. Or 
rather what I hoped I could be. Alive 
and bold and undauntable even in pov- 
erty, sexy, humorous and wise. A man of 
letters. An artist. 

To me he was almost as subversive as 
Elvis. 

Elvis or Henry. I was going to be one 
or the other. 


truly subversive writer 
| “d ever come across 


pure pleasure to him 


and existed for 


own sake.” 


its 


Ree a . role model к RES back 
then even spoke to me. 

I bought and re-read both books in 
college. By then a flood had washed away 
my copy of CAPRICORN and CAN- 
CER had simply disintegrated in its hide- 
away behind the rock. I still had to run 
to the dictionary a lot but at least 1 un- 
derstood now what the hel! he was talk- 
ing about most of the time. I also read his 
three-volume ROSY CRUCIFIXION — 
talk about subversion, all you had to do 
was check out the title. But it was in 
these books, in college, that I met with 
and understood that a second Miller ex- 
isted. 

Henry the teacher. 

I look at my bookshelf today. lt's 
crammed with people Henry Miller 
turned me onto. Art books by George 
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was the first 


Grosz, Leger, Utrillo, Picasso, Nolde, 
Rodin and many others. Miller is directly 
or indirectly responsible for most of what 
I know about modern painting. But 
mostly it's the writing. Not just works by 
his friends. people like Anais Nin and 
Lawrence Durrell. Вис Proust, Celine, 


Kazantzakis, Lawrence, Dostoevsky, 
Balzac, Kenneth Patchen, Blaise 
Cendrars, Rabelais, Whitman, Knut 


Hamsun, Jacot Wasserman, Lautreamont 
— the list goes сп and on. 

No other Пкпоп writer has so con- 
tinually referenced his loves among the 
arts nor been so generous with his tastes 
and influences, nobody in history. Quite 
the contrary — most are at pains to con- 
ceal them. But Henry remained a fan al- 
ways, a true enthusiast and proud of it. 
To read him is to get a priceless introduc- 
tion to fine writing . To actually read the 
people he recommends is to emerge a 
goddamn educated individual. 

It’s part of his legacy. You may have 
gobbled up every piece of his own stuff as 
I have and yearned for more. It’s a prob- 
lem with writers you love — they go and 
die on you. But his own writing is only 
the tip of the iceberg. Read 
GARGANTUA AND PANTAGRUEL 
or JOURNEY TO THE END OF THE 
NIGHT and in a very real way you're 
still reading Henry. You're still in the 
presence ot his taste. 

It was a taste I'd lived with all my adult 
life up to that furious moment in the rain. 

Id tried to be a writer and failed to 
make it. Atop a lonely mountain in New 
Hampshire, struggling with my first 
novel. ГА read THE COLOSSUS OF 
MAROUSSI and wrote to Henry Бер- 
ging just to be able sit at his feet for a few 
moments. hoping | guess to absorb what 
he knew and I didn't. In reply I received 
a postcard from an L.A. hospital saying 
he wished me well but was far too sick to 
receive visitors nowadays. I thought | 
heard a subtex telling me he was dying 
and it drove me into an unaccustomed fit 
of prayer and entreaty to whatever gods 
may be for his health and safety. We 
needed Miller. At least 1 did. His books 
always seemed to heal some great gaping 
wound of loneliness in me. 

He didn't die of course. Only my book 
did. 

I'd tried to be Elvis too but found that 
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going onstage was pretty much a four- 
martini proposition for me. Either | was 
scared enough to forget the lyrics or | was 
too damn drunk to remember them. So 1 
did what any failed artist eventually has 
to do. I got a job. 

I got my job through the New York 
Times. Honest. 

In the Help Wanted columns there 
was an item about an opening for a 
reader at a literary agency. | figured the 
one thing I could do was read. 

Initially, sitting before the nice belea- 
guered man who was to become my su- 
pervisor, the experience was depressing. 
He described the job to me. The com- 
pany had a fee service, he explained. Un- 
known first-time writers were solicited Бу 
mail. They'd send in a manuscript along 
with a reading fee, the amount of the tee 
to be determined Бу the гуре and length 
of the manuscript. А short story might be 
$50, a novel might go for $250. Once the 
fee was paid the manuscript went to a 
reader. 

I had seen the readers’ room. Half a 
dozen desks crammed in side to side 
manned by what appeared to be college 
kids or kids just out of college, pouring over 
piles of paper or typing away at their IBMs. 

The reader's job was evaluate the 
scripts salability оп the market. In the 
case of an unsalable manuscript the 
reader would write a letter, the letter's 
length also to be determined by the 
amount of the fee — not the 
manuscript's complexity nor the relative 
difficulty of selling it. You paid fifty 
bucks, you got two pages. You paid a 
hundred, you got four. And so on. 

Ninety per cent of these scripts were 
deemed unsalable though once in a while 
one would come along which the reader 
would recommend to an agent who then 
would read it too. Ninety per cent of 
those were unsalable as well. You can fig- 
ure the numbers. Getting an unknown 
writer's manuscript out the door of that 
office and into a publisher's hands was 
the rough equivalent of being elected to 
the College of Cardinals. 

I was about to say thanks but no thanks 
when he described a second job to me. 

Only yesterday they'd fired one of 
their three domestic agents. Agents had 
to handle fees and correspondence with 
the so-called fee clients but they also got 
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to work with the pros. They got to sub- 
mit big projects for smaller-money writ- 
ers and smaller projects for the big guys, 
following up by mail and telephone, 
making actual deals with actual editors at 
actual publishing houses. Clients in- 
cluded people like Norman Mailer, 
Arthur C. Clark and Evan Hunter. Was | 
interested in that job? 

You bet 1 was. And thereby damned 
myself to three long years in a level of 
hell Dante never dreamed of. 

Sure, we were wildly overworked and 
shamefully underpaid. It was a glamour 
job after all. You half expected that. 
That wasn't the problem. The problem 
was the fee clients. 

For one thing there were so fucking 
many of them. 

Since all their correspondence came 
to the three of us we spent half of each 
day just answering their letters. Since a 
manuscript would not go to a reader until 
the fee was paid in full, most of our let- 
ters were masterpieces of concealment 
and evasion, seeming to indicate that we 
had started working on the reading but 
could not finish it until all the money 
was in hand. We were flirting perilously 
close to fraud here and everybody knew 
it. So the boss reviewed each letter per- 
sonally. If he found the slightest flaw in 
our wording it came back to us for a re- 
write. Two or three rewrites sometimes. 

This could an infuriating, even heart- 
breaking business. I recall а woman from 
Georgia writing to say that she couldn't 
send her five dollars this week toward the 
hundred-dollar fee — the goats didn't 
give enough milk. When three months 
elapsed and she finally paid up and got 
her rejection letter I read it. Her book 
was an extended love-letter to her late 
husband who had been killed while fell- 
ing a tree in the yard. It was illiterate 
from the get-go and anyone looking at it 
would have known it instantly. I knew it 
just from reading her letters. I had bilked 
her out of the hundred anyway. 

Why? Because I also had real clients. I 
did small work for the likes of Mailer and 
Hunter and sold books and stories for au- 
thors who were just getting off the 
ground, people like Marion Zimmer Bra- 
dley and Nick Tosches. Plus I was getting 
an education in publishing and making 
editorial contacts which I thought would 
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prove invaluable. That part was intoxi- 
cating. Such was my bargain with the 
devil. Which was sealed in blood when I 
got Henry. 

I actually had to beg for him. 

Henry was eighty-five by then and his 
great works were behind him. His checks 
had never been fat. He was a terrible 
businessman and so was his first agent. 
They’d sold CANCER and CAPRI- 
CORN to Grove Press for a song — only 
$50,000 in advance for two of the most 
famous and influential books of our time, 
the books that broke the censorship laws. 
They picked up BLACK SPRING for a 
measly five grand. They had a percentage 
of all subsidiary rights including a whop- 
ping 15% of the motion picture money. 
His five-book deal for SEXUS, NEXUS, 
PLEXUS, THE WORLD OF SEX and 
QUIET DAYS IN CLICHY was even 
worse — $1,500 for all five books to- 
gether. Another contract contained no 
reversions clause, which meant that the 
publisher could sell however many copies 
a year it felt like printing and still retain 
tights in perpetuity, until the company 
folded or until the end of time, which- 
ever came first. 

When he returned to the States from 
Greece in the 1940’s Miller had a good 
deal of money frozen in Paris banks 
against the pornography charges there 
but not a cent in ready cash. He sent a 
barrage of letters to friends offering го 
trade his watercolors for anything they 
wanted to send him — shoes, shirts, 
whatever. He even included his sizes. 
James Loughlin. at New Directions of- 
fered him fifty bucks a month for first 
crack at whatever he wrote during that 
period and Miller accepted it gladly. It 
was a deal guaranteed to keep him poor 
for a very long time. 

When he contacted us he had a con- 
tract with Capra Press in Santa Barbara, 
a small-press publisher who were doing 
some of his chapbooks. And that was 
about all he had. He was making more 
money selling his watercolors than he 
was writing. 

He was looking for representation. 

My boss’ attitude was, why bother? 
The guy’s obviously more trouble than 
he’s worth. He’s got a reputation for writ- 
ing long nagging letters. He isn’t pulling 
in squat money-wise. He’s way past his 


prime. He’s in his eighties and famous 
and self-important and cranky. So what's 
the point? 

The point was that he was Henry 
fucking Miller. 

Just like in my father’s store that day, I 
knew I had to have him. 

I finally convinced the boss that he 
would not even hear the name Henry 
Miller. Га handle everything. Га keep 
the phone bills to California to a mini- 
mum and conduct most business by mail. 
If his affairs started to take up too much 
of my time at the office he’d become vir- 
tually a take-home client. The agency 
would have nothing to lose and we'd 
gain the prestige of having him on our 
list — another Big Name to drop on the 
fee clients. I sold him like you’d pitch an 
ad campaign for smokeless cigarettes and 
finally won. 

It turned out that he wasn’t cranky at 
all. His letters tended to be short and to 
the point — though most did complain 
about lack of money. So I tried to dig it 
up for him. 

I spent the next few months obsessing 


over his contracts, trying to find some 
way to break them. I wasn’t very success- 
ful. I got a small reissue deal from Pocket 
for COLOSSUS OF MAROUSSI and a 
few of the shorter books, a sale to Play- 
boy and various smaller-paying mags and 
newspapers, and a hardcover deal with 
Capra Press for what was to be his last 
full-length work, THE BOOK OF 
FRIENDS. The money never came pour- 
ing in, but I had my modest successes. 
And I think that sending the checks to 
him gave me more pleasure than money 
ever has before or since. 

He had an efficient, no-nonsense sec- 
retary named Connie Perry who handled 
all his phone calls so even the bills 
weren’t a problem. In the year and a half 
I worked for him I never once spoke to 
Henry on the telephone. He just had no 
damn use for the things. 

And gradually I realized that handling 
his business wasn’t enough for me. | 
wanted to talk to him. No, I still wanted 
to meet him, like I had on that moun- 
tain. I wasn’t greedy about it. Once 
would do. But Га been reading him al- 


most half my life by then and I wanted to 
take his measure. And I guess, my own 
against him. 

So that when — despite Henry and 
the other legit clients on my list — the 
pressure, frustration, the guilt and self- 
disgust over the hundreds of desperate, 
hopeful fee people 1 dealt with every day 
finally got to me, when I pushed that 
wonderful unyielding New York lady in 
the rain and knew that 1 either had to 
get out of there or take up a new career 
as а serial killer, all 1 thought was first 
you've got to get your butt to California. 

It was easier than I expected. I offered 
to fly there out of my own pocket to de- 
liver some Capra contracts personally if 
my boss would give me time off with pay. 
I had a thousand dollars in the bank and 
would be spending half of it for an hour 
of his time. I didn't care. My boss 
thought I was crazy but he reluctantly 
consented, not knowing that as soon аз | 
returned I was out of there. My last little 
bit of duplicity was going to be directed 
toward the fount of duplicity itself. Nice 
touch, I thought. 
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Pacific Palisades is no Big Sur. Nei- 
ther the Pacific nor any palisades are in 
evidence. The community's just another 
attenuation of Los Angies, its single vir- 
tue its modesty and calm. The passion for 
the spectacular so evident down below 
disappears into its gentle hills like a wan- 
ing disease. You can live here without 
flexing any overt financial musclepower. 
Its clean and comfortable. Expensive, 
sure — what isn't in L.A? — but deter- 
mined not to be stupid about it. 

I found Henry living in a white two- 
story house with black shutters. It could 
have existed practically anywhere in 
America, been the home of a doctor or a 
dentis. The yard was small The shrubs 
needed trimming. Neighbors lived close by. 

There was a typed message on the 
front door, the words of a Chinese sage. 
Henry was always fond ot quotes. He col- 
lected them and his books are all pep- 
pered with them. One of my favorites 
was at the bottom of his stationary, a 
Portuguese proverb — CUANDO 
MERDA TIVER VALOR POBRE 
NASCE SEM CU — WHEN SHIT BE- 
COMES VALUABLE THE POOR 
WILL BE BORN WITHOUT 
ASSHOLES. 

Roughly translated, the words on his 
door were DO NOT DISTURB. LEAVE 
THE MAN INSIDE IN PEACE. HE IS 
PREPARING TO DIE. 

Miller had turned eighty-five the year 
before. Just a few years earlier he'd been 
riding his bike every day and beating his 
friends at ping pong. Then he developed 
circulatory problems in his left leg. They 
sliced him groin to armpit, then down his 
leg to his foot. A plastic vein was sewn 
in. His body rejected it. Another opera- 
tion followed and the result of that was a 
stroke, leaving him blind in one eye. 
Miller never had much use for science, 
medicine — or plastic for that matter. 
His distrust seemed amply justified. 

So the note on the door said that the 
man inside was preparing to die. 

I thought about this after our meeting 
and wrote the following: 

“If so this is a most active, spirited 
preparation. Over the past year he has 
published two new books ... he writes ev- 
ery day. Paints, keeps himself fit. He 
doesn't go out much but his house is al- 
ways open to his friends ... few would 
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find this preparatory for death but then I 
think we've always trod a few steps be- 
hind Henry anyway. He sees preparation 


as an active principle, to be worked at in. 


a calm and creative fashion, like travel- 
ling or making love. It's important that 
the note does not say the man inside is 
dying, it says he's preparing to die. He 
will not have it out of his hands, will ab- 
dicate nothing. So what is this prepara- 
tion? А reconciliation | think, a settling 
of accounts. Only a rebel would feel the 
need to bother. Only a great rebel would 
succeed as well as he's doing. It’s hard to 
think of any man worth his salt who does 
not, like Henry, contain some of the 
Grand Blasphemer, the sexual and moral 
renegade, the dreamer after other and 
better lands. For most of us there exists 
the ruin of some former life to which we 
might be reconciled. In this sense, we are 
all in need of reconciliation." 

I rang the bell and his secretary, 
Connie Perry, greeted me at the door. If 
Connie ever needed cash she could easily 
have posed for a Playboy centerfold. It 
took me a while to connect her tall 
blonde beauty to the pleasant voice I was 
used to hearing on the phone. 

I'd expected her to be efficient and 
probably even gracious but | wasn't ex- 
pecting her to be lovely. I probably 
should have known better. It was Miller 
after all. All these years and he still had a 
knack for surrounding himself with beau- 
tiful women. At the time the model 
Twinka Thiebaud — probably best 
known as the nude behind the tree in the 
famous Imogene Cunningham self-por- 
trait — was living with him. 

I also wasn't expecting to be meeting 
him in his bedroom. But that was where 
she took me. 

"He's expecting you," she said. "It's 
just that he's asleep. He naps." 

Seeing him lying in bed I felt a mo- 
ment of panic, as though maybe I'd made 
some terrible mistake. Beneath the cov- 
ers he looked awfully small and fragile — 
it might have been a six-year-old lying 
there. If he was just another unhappy 
sick old man our interview was going to 
be unbearable. What | wanted was the 
old Henry, the vigorous Henry. For a mo- 
ment I felt the urge to tell her for god's 
sake don't wake him. 

She touched him gently on the shoul- 
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der and announced that | was here and | 
swear l'd never seen a man desert his 
sleep so quickly. It was startling. In an in- 
stant he was alert and actually cooking, 
not even a blink to betray the effects of 
sleep, greeting me warmly, moving off 
the bed and into his chair, asking if I 
wouldn't sit too. I wanted vigor, I got vigor. 

Old age seemed to disappear around 
him, this sudden energy calling into 
question the observable frailty of the 
body, his mind animating flesh so paper- 
thin that it might almost seem to dema- 
terialize inside his bathrobe. I relaxed im- 
mediately, almost ashamed of myself for 
thinking it would be any other way. He 
had a wonderful broad-faced smile and 
long soft hands that touched you often as 
he spoke — the hands of a painter or a pia- 
nist. In his way he was actually beautiful. 

At first we just talked business. He 
complained about Doubleday's lack of 
success with INSOMNIA. He'd just been 
notified that the book was being 
remaindered. 

"Better luck next time, Doubleday 
says. Ha! What makes them think there's 
a next time for me? This book for in- 
stance." 

He pointed to a huge chart on the 
wall, his outline for the BOOK OF 
FRIENDS. 

“АП these people to write about! It's 
too long! Hell, ГИ never live to finish it. 
But 1 don't suppose that matters much. 
The pleasure is in the doing it, don't you 
know. I’m not pressed to write these 
days. Not the way | was when I was 
younger. Still, better luck next time. 
What a thing to say to me!" 

He was in a wry good humor. Com- 
plaining about money and Doubleday 
was more a matter of principle than any- 
thing else, of believing that a writer 
ought to be compensated for a life de- 
voted to his art — money being simply 
the affirmation of art's healing function, 
its value, a reward from those who ben- 
efit by it. He knew he could never again 
find himself destitute. The watercolors 
he once traded for shoes and shirts now 
sold for about $1,500 each. The books 
brought him a steady, if not enormous, 
income. And should all else fail him, he 
said, he'd bet that by now there were 
probably hundreds of admirers who 
would rush to his aid if he ever needed 


ready cash. 

He was right. I’d netii have been 
one of them. 

He felt immune to poverty now. Busi- 
ness interested him, but from a distance. 

“You know, they speak well about 
your boss,” he said, “but in a very terrible 
way. They tell me he’s ruthless, a shark. I 
suppose that’s his function, though. Му 
son says, ‘you’ve got this guy working for 
you, why don’t you ever tell him to hold 
out for more money? I tell him Рт 
loved, I'm respected, 1 have thousands of 
readers. But I've never had money. Were 
you aware that they recently sold an 
original Paris edition of CANCER for 
$150,000? That's more than Hemingway, 
more than Fitzgerald, more than any of 
'em!" 

He laughed. His speaking voice was 
rough and deep, the laughter light and 
musical. “I only wish I had a copy,” he 
said. 

I wasn’t doing much talking. Не 
clearly loved to speak and he was good at 
it. I initially felt intimidated. The urge 
was to try to turn a phrase nicely your- 
self, to make some sort of an impression. 
The problem was that even the simplest 
phrases seemed to elude me. 

But Henry had a way of loosening you 
up. Whatever you said, however you said 
it, he was interested. I gave up on making 
an impression — it wasn’t necessary. | 
could stumble. He seemed to like honest 
effort far more than easy successes and fi- 
nally, much more at ease, І began to say 
some of things I’d come to say. 

I told him about all the writers and 
artists ГА found through him, thanking 
him for that, and characteristically, 
though he’d heard this sort of thing 
many times before, my confession still 
delighted him. Also characteristically, it 
brought to mind not his own achieve- 
ment but someone else’s. 

“I once met a woman,” he said, “who 
told me that not only had she read every 
book of mine but she’d read every 
fucking book I ever mentioned in my 
books! Can you imagine that? I think 
that’s wonderful.” 

And that was how it continued. If I 
admired his work on BOOK OF 
FRIENDS he asked if ГА read Erica Jong. 
If I admired his thinking on a subject, 
somebody else had said it better. I told 


him I liked his watercolors very much 
and he asked if I knew the work of his 
good friend Emil White. It turned out I 
did, again because he’d mentioned him 
so many times in his books. More than 
anything else | was able to say to him 
this seemed to please him enormously. 

“Emil will be delighted to know he 
has a fan in New York City!” 

Here was a man, | thought, grown 
thoroughly geotropic and phototropic, 
turning ever outward. 1 had never ex- 
pected to meet someone who so sponta- 


neously embodied the principle of humil- 
ity. One learns — especially as an agent 
— not to hope that a writer will live the 
philosophy of his books. But Miller 
seemed every inch his books, obscene, 
gentle, gracious, raucous, funny. Seem- 
ingly discordant words escaped him. If he 
was free with the word fuck at meeting 
me for the first time he would also freely 
speak to a stranger of the eye of God, of 
love and of matters of the heart. I was 
struck by the sense that anything could 
be expressed here. No restrictions. 
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Besides writing and painting his chief enthusiasm was always 
for his friends. By his own definition — that a friend was some- 
one "close to you as уси: skin” — his own included the long- 
dead, like Lawrence. Rimbaud and Whitman, as well as those 
“living books” he was honoring in BOOK OF FRIENDS. The 
time available to him for meeting new people was limited but 
he was not interested in living in a world circumscribed by old 
relationships. I found that it was not possible, for instance, to 
meet him on a purely professional basis, even had | wanted to. 
He wanted to know all about me. I felt let in. 

I suppose most people did, that this was part of his gift. Not 
long ago, he told me, he’d fallen in the bathroom and badly 
bruised his head. He was terrified that the fall would effect the 
vision in his good eye — indeed that it had effected it already. 
Unconvinced when his opthamologist gave him a clean bill of 
health he mentioned the matter to Noel Young, his publisher at 
Capra. Noel knew an opthamologist in Santa Barbara who was 
an admirer of Henry's and thought he might be willing to drive 
up to L.A. on the weekend fox a second opinion. 

The examination disclosed that the eye hadn't been damaged 
at all. that in fact he had 20-30 vision, an extraordinary eye for 
a man of Miller's age. Much relieved, Henry fancied that he was 
seeing a whole lot better already and took the doctor for a tour 
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of his watercolors. What followed was a discussion of mind- 
over-matter, art and various esoteric psychologies which lasted 
most of the day. 

Noel himself is a good example of how easily Henry’s friend- 
ships could be born. They'd met in 1946, during Miller's impov- 
erished days at Big Sur. Henry had already written and sold all 
the Paris books but Noel was still unpublished, a runaway from a 
wife and three kids. They discovered they shared the same 
birthday. Evidently Henry thought that was enough to explore 
things further. Together they built a stone retaining wall around 
the house at Partington Ridge, which was perched on the edge 
of a high cliff overlooking the Pacific, to keep Miller's two-year- 
old daughter Val from crawling to her death on the rocks below. 

"He conceived of this house as a Japanese paradise up above 
the fog," Noel told me, “with a pond and а weeping willow tree. 
We'd go down to the dunes and get sand and mix it with mor- 
tar, hauling it up in an old Jeep station wagon. He was working 
hard shoveling the sand and mixing the cement with me, 
though he didn't really know what the hell to do with it." 

Much later Miller launched Capra Press with his chapbook, 
ON TURNING EIGHTY, its success allowing Young to go on 
to publish people like Anais Nin, Lawrence Durrell, Ray 
Bradbury, Thomas Sanchez, Leonora Carrington and many 
more. The two men remained fast friends to the day Henry died. 

Norman Mailer must have sensed the same openness too. A 
few days before I met Henry, Mailer had come to visit him for 
the first time. He was in the process of editing an anthology of 
Miller's works and writing a series of long critical essays on the 
material, later to be published as GENIUS AND LUST. 
Whether both these words referred to Henry or one was Genius 
and the other Lust only Norman can say. But they'd obviously 
had a good time together. 

“I think he's a charming man,” Henry told me, "The man's 
got a marvelous sense of humor. I have to confess I can't read 
Mailer. I think it's terrible to say that because he's always been 
my advocate, my defender. But he's wordy, he's unclear some- 
times. I think sometimes he loses the track. My son Tony came 
in, though, and asked him for an autograph. He had one of 
Norman's books with him. And you know what he wrote? ‘From 
Norman Mailer, at the foot of the Master.' How do you like 
that? Oh, I tell you, the man has charm!" 

It tickled him that Mailer, who'd just landed a million-dollar 
contract that year, should be paying him homage. 

"You know, people often make the strangest, most wonderful 
confessions to me. | remember one time James Laughlin came to 
visit me at Big Sur. He'd just published BIG SUR AND THE 
ORANGES OF HEIRONYMUS BOSCH but | hadn't released 
it to him, he hadn't got my permission. He sure hadn't paid me. 
And | hadn't a penny then so I was angry. He came to visit and 
apologized, saying that he thought we'd gotten off on the wrong 
foot together. And you know why? Because I reminded him of 
his father. Isn't that the god damnedest thing?" 

Henry never did live by the clock but I was aware that I was 
getting more than double the agreed-on hour of his time. At last 
he said, “you'll pardon me, but I’m tired now,” and I got ready to 
leave. I'd brought along three books with me, New Directions’ 
limited edition of THE NIGHTMARE NOTEBOOK and a rare 
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two-volume British edition of selected 
prose. I asked if he wouldn’t mind signing 
one of them, whichever he liked. He 
went to his desk. 

“Hell, ГЇЇ sign ‘em all,” he said. “My 
desk’s a fucking mess though. I get up in 
the middle of the night to write ideas 
down. My head’s buzzing with ideas. In 
the morning Connie comes in to see what 
I’ve written. There’s always something.” 

He signed them and in the NIGHT- 
MARE NOTEBOOK wrote “To Dallas, 
on his first visit to ‘The Master’/Henry 
Miller” and then, embarrassed by himself 
I think, added “(Just a Brooklyn Boy).” 
He dug around in his drawers and 
handed me two sets of postcards — Emil 
White’s watercolors. Then two more sets, 
his own. Finally he signed a print of his 
painting THREE HEADS from the col- 
lection of the astrologer Sydney Omarr. 

“Is there anything else 1 can do for 
you?” he asked. 

I suspected he’d give me his nightshirt 
and bathrobe if I asked him for it. 

I thought, as in his writing, so it was 
in his life. Take with both hands and 
give everything you’ve got. 

I thought he'd given me quite enough. 

I'd bought two small presents of my 
own, though. Га just finished reading 
SISTERS OF THE ROAD by Boxcar 
Bertha and Ben L. Reitman and thought 
if he hadn't yet come across it, the book 
might have some special appeal for him. 
He reminded me that reading was hard 
now. 

Then he looked at the cover and said, 
“wait a minute! Ben L. Reitman. | knew 
this man! I knew him well! We both 
knew Emma Goldman in common. He 
was a great anarchist, an amazing fellow. 
They tarred and feathered him once. He 
almost died. Hell, ГЇЇ give it a try." 

I'd also brought a pair of Sotheby Park 
Bernet catalogs, well-thumbed, which 
contained works by artists I knew to be 
among his favorites — Leger, Grosz, 
Utrillo and others — minor works mostly 
which I thought he might not be familiar 
with. One Picasso in particular caught 
his eye. 

“You know,” he said, “you think you 
know a man's work but he'll always sur- 
prise you. There's always some corner of 
his soul which has eluded you, that 
you've not looked into. This is a marvel- 


ous gift. Thank you." 

He was plainly exhausted. We shook 
hands and I said goodbye. 

"Stop by again, won't you?" he said. 

I told him I was flying back to New 
York the following day. 

"That's a shame. Well, say hello to 
the goddamn town for me. It spawned me 
and I survived it, so there's a bond there, 
don't you know." 

Connie took me for a tour of the 
house. The graffiti-wall, the watercolors. 

"[t must be good to work for him," I 
said. 

"Good? It's wonderful. He's the gen- 
tlest man in the world,” she said, and 
turned suddenly away from me. 

The current of emotion in her voice 
was startling, it ran at my own feelings 
like an oncoming train. I could feel tears 
well up in my own eyes. 

Some job, | thought. Attending to a 
man living in a state of grace. Lucky 
woman. 

A state of grace. 

I thought about it as I drove down the 
canyon, battling back unpredictable sud- 
den tides of joy. 

I felt Pd met a man who was insuscep- 
tible to harm. Wasn't that something 
like grace? 

He'd never be poor again. He and the 
world would see to that. Nor would his 
body support any lingering, debilitating 
disease — he'd go very quickly when the 
time came. And as to death itself, he was 
ready for it. He'd go back to the Wheel 
without a goddamn qualm. 

I thought over what | knew of his life. 
The struggle to love and understand June 
— the impulsive, reckless woman of 
THE ROSY CRUCIFIXION. The 
struggle to master word and line and 
form. His rage against the country and 
the woman who bore him. The search for 
god in himself and for heroism in a much 
diminished race. Most of all, the struggle 
to push himself to his limits, to make at 
least one man, himself, into what he felt 
a man might truly be. It was fitting that 
he should find his soul in Greece, that 
*man-sized world," and that there, where 
in its Golden Age man and gods and art 
were so inextricably entwined, he should 
devote his life to what he called the re- 
covery of "the divinity of man." That 
reconciliation with all that had come 
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and would come. 

"There is something colossal about 
any human figure when that individual 
becomes truly and thoroughly human," 
he wrote. In that frail little figure on the 
bed I felt I had met such a figure. Imper- 
vious to moral harm now as he was to the 
physical. He had come by that grace by 
living hard and well, brutally and ten- 
derly, by living in the gut and in the 
spirit and seeing no contradiction what- 
soever between the two. Не was still at 
it, polishing his creation. If his writing 
was no longer brilliant he had never lost 
his genius for living. 

The man inside was preparing to die 

Holding gently, firmly, to what was 
precious. 

In 1980 I heard on the evening news 
that Miller was dead, He was eighty- 
nine. I had been writing professionally 
for four years and was working on what 
was to be my first published novel, OFF 
SEASON. The courage to dare to do any 
of this was in no small way born of that 
single two-hour meeting. 

I phoned Noel Young and found that 
his death had been quick and peaceful, 
that he had been surrounded by family 
and friends. I'd expected nothing less. 

We talked awhile and finally I said, 
"you know, driving back to L.A. that day 
I was driving like a crazy man, laughing 
and crying. whooping into the air, slam- 
ming at the steering wheel. Any cop 
would have arrested me on the spot. You 
can't believe the sheer fucking hope he 
gave me. That a man like that could still 
exist! I felt Га met the closest thing I'd 
ever meet to a living fucking saint!" 

There was a pause on the other end 
and then I heard him clear his throat. 

“I think you did, Dallas. I think you 
did." 

That night I raised a glass of good 
French wine to him and thanked him. 
For that long-ago meeting, of course, but 
also for the books and the enthusiasms, 
for all he'd shared with me over all the 
years. 


I thanked him just for being.* 
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It’s close to midnight, the witching hour, 
and Jim Thirlwell aka Foetus is pacing 
the sweltering confines ot his basement 
dressing room like a caged animal. 
Dressed in a powder blue tux and ruffled 
shirt open at the collar, he’s barely bro- 
ken a sweat. Even though it’s about one 
hundred and twenty degrees in the 
cramped airless den and Jim hasn't 
stopped moving since I arrived some sev- 
enty-five minutes earlier. 

Thirlwell wasn't pacing then. But he 
never stopped moving. Even when he 
was sitting down. The man, 1 was to 
learn over the course of the next forty- 
eight hours. never stops. Never shuts down. 

What surprised пе. however, was how 
charming and considerate this enfant ter- 
tible of the rock underground was. 

I'd heard all the stories. Thirlwell was 
mad. A raging alcoholic. A manic-de- 
pressive who brooked no argument and 
had little use for critics. A mean-spirited 
genius who would as soon kick your teeth 
in as look twice at you. 

Hell, there were times when he be- 
came so angry he would even beat up 
himself. 

So imagine my surprise when Mr. 
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Thirlwell greeted me like a long lost 
brother and asked me what I was drink- 
ing. “Do you want some Stoli’s?” he in- 
quired holding aloft a half empty bottle. 
“Mark,” he motioned to his tour man- 
ager, “this is Dom, who publishes 
Brutarian. It’s one of the best magazines 
out there. And one of my favorites." 
Mark came over. Then Jim left to salute 
another friend. Two minutes later he came 
back over. "Did you see Halcion? Weren't 
they great? Did you get your drink?" 
Then off again. Semaphoring the bottle 
of vodka as a means of capturing another 
entrants attention. Then back, "I know 
this is madness right now. But we'll talk, 
really talk, later. Have you met Olga? 
She's, well, talk to her." And so it went. 

Until it got dangerously close to 
showtime. Then Jim put his game face on 
and everybody started to clear the room. 
Leaving Thirlwell alone to walk. Back 
and forth. Back and forth. Occasionally 
punching the air. He was working him- 
self up to something. And it wasn't good. 
Maybe that was the point. Friend or foe. 
You think you know me. But you don't 
want to. Ever feel. The way I do. No I had 
little doubt that I did.. 
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The bottle of vodka now empty; Jim 
began to gracefully weave toward the 
door. "Dom, have you ever seen me 
live?" I had to confess I hadn't. "Well," 
Jim grimaced slapping me heavily on the 
back, “then welcome to hell 
motherfucker!" With that, he slowly and 
awkwardly mounted the few stairs to the 
fog shrouded stage. 

And proceeded to perform as if the 
Abyss was slowly opening beneath him. 
One thing that had always drawn me to 
Thirlwell's music was it's strong under- 
current of humor. There was, however, 
nothing funny about what was going on 
onstage. Shamed, naked, miserable. Of 
honor void. Innocence, faith and purity, 
the wonted ornaments now soiled and 
stained. In damned solitude savage and 
obscured. That deceit that 1 feel. Makes Me 
cross myself and kneel. I don't pray to the 
lord. Just self flagellate some more. This 
guy did this every night in total serious- 
ness? My God, my God, look not so 
fierce on him. Ugly Hell gape not. I must 
away and soul be quickly changed to the 
little water drops plying about my bour- 
bon and soda. 

The show was controlled pandemo- 


nium and passed quickly like a feverish 
dream. The crowd in a dionysian frenzy is 
stomping and screaming for more more 
more. Thirlwell has given them a fifteen 
minute encore and he’s clearly spent. 
The suburban black garbed twenty-some- 
things crowding the tiny stage could care 
less. Fhey smell blood. They sniff break- 
down. And they want to see it. Jim ain't 
gonna give it to them. “They got it last 
night in Philly,” he later confides to me 
as we're walking back to the bus. 
“I was in the middle of "They Are 
Not So True’ and the tears just 
started to fall.” The jangling of 
chains is ringing in my ears. Their 
ignorance ain’t gonna wash away 
my fears. “And it just wouldn’t 
stop. I had to turn my back on 
the crowd and put my hands to 
my face. Then | turned around to 
start again and I started to con- 
vulse. Big racking sobs. A combi- 
nation of tension, fear, horror 
and anger. It was unbearable." 
But if that presence coming. Makes 
you feel too tense. Don't let the an- 
ger boil. Keep keepin up your fence. 
“I finished the show. Somehow 
it's all a kind of distant memory." 
We're in the bus now and it 
must be about forty degrees. Jim 
likes it cold. Very cold. The band 
and all involved are already on 
board and are either heavily 
dressed or wrapped in blankets. 
Tour manager Mark always on 
the alert for my discomfort, winks 
and hands me a Heineken, "Drink 
up my friend. You'll warm up soon 
enough. Jim will see to it if this doesn't." 
Thirlwell sprawls in a bench seat to 
the left of me. Another bottle of Stoli 
has miraculously appeared in his hand 
and he's moving it slowly to the slightly 
allegroish big band noir someone has 
popped into the stereo system. The band 
is in a good mood and everyone is talking 
at once. Jim grins slyly and turns on my 
mini-recorder. "Hey, we're going to make 
you work for your interview. All of us. 
And all of us have something to say." 
“Great,” I interject amidst the laugh- 
ter, “because I’m gonna make it all up 
anyway." 
More laughs. Wine is poured and 
bottles are opened. The music is turned 


up. Four or five conversations are going 
on at once and I’m trying to soak it all 
up. Jim has a knife out and he's aimlessly 
cutting up limes for the beer. But he's 
not stopping. As I've already mentioned, 
Jim never stops. The green fruit is cut in 
half. Halves become quarters. Quarters 
become what might charitably be de- 
scribed as eighths. And suddenly there's 
Thirlwell desultory slashing at this mess 
of rind and pulp. 


‘other's lead. The irony is it 
| comes out sounding the 


Someone puts on some industrial 
thrash. Thirlwell perks up. “I started that 
whole industrial remix scene. The idea of 
adding abrasive elements and what have 
you to a track. The stuff that’s being 
done in that style I take as a parody of 
what I do. That’s okay. To each his own. 
What I have trouble with is having my 
music called industrial. What did the 
press releases have me called? The godfa- 
ther of industrial? Ridiculous. 1 make 
“Foetus” music. And I don’t even listen 
to what most people would call indus- 
trial. Its a paint by numbers genre now 
with so many bands following each 
other’s lead. The irony is it all comes out 
sounding the same.” 

Trying to make myself heard over the 
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din I lean in. But surely he would have to 
admit he’s profoundly influenced combos 
like Nine Inch Nails and Ministry? 

Jim waves his hand dismissively, 
“That's the critics talking. The same 
ones who would have me be a godfather. 
It's easier for so many of them to pigeon- 
hole things so they can write more 
quickly. Laziness. The most extreme ex- 
ample I can remember had a guy from 
Your Flesk reviewing a record of mine a 
few vears ago. This is exactly 
what he said: ‘The last time | 
saw Jim Thirlwell he was coming 
out of the bathroom at a club 
where he was playing and he 
had a piece of toilet paper stuck 
to the bottom of one of his 
shoes. Irresponsible just like 
saying I "founded" industrial. 
What about Neubauten, Throb- 
bing Gristle and ЗРК? Now И 
you talk to Trent or Al [NIN & 
Ministry] Im sure they would 
admit to listening to me. 

“But ‘profoundly influenced"? 
I would never make that claim.” 

The bottle of vodka done, 
Jim moves on to wine. Or is that 
beer? The critical faculties may 
be damaged beyond repair after 
all this imbibing. It’s very late 
now and the members of the 
band begin to drift to the back 
ог the bus. To sleep. Perchance 
to dream. Thirlwell shows no 
signs of flagging. Although he is 
slightly reclining. "Also I'm al- 
ways asked what my formula is 
for writing songs. But of course there's no 
formula. Musical inspiration, you can't 
put a finger on it. | sit down and it 
comes. There's so much floating around 
in my head. Sometimes it starts with a 
rhythm. Or me just banging on the table. 
Would it surprise you to find that I listen 
to classical music? Probably not. But 
that's the reason for the diversity in my 
compositions. That and the fact that I’m 
not tied to a band. І also don't try to re- 
peat myself. 1 focus on. let's say a big 
band thing like “Slung” and that done, 
I'm free for the next inspiration." 

The wine drained to the dregs, Jim 
opens a beer Юг me and takes one him- 
self. “But when I sit down to write, to 
compose, I'm alone. I’m not listening to 
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anything. I don't need the immediate in- 
fluence. I’ve got a lifetime of influence 
Loth musical and otherwise that comes 
pouring out.” 

And the comic strain? 

“There’s farce and humor mixed in 
with the anger but it’s black humor. | 
don’t view what I do as ha-ha funny. It’s 
an undercurrent but basically I find it all 
incredibly depressing. There’s so much 
hatred, a lot of it self-directed. And a lot 
of what I do is designed as catharsis. A 
purge.” My dreams overflow. With heights 
and malt liquor. Elastic forms of escape. 

I'm almost incoherent now but I try to 
lighten things up a bit volunteering that 
most people I know still think the humor 
is what makes it all so palatable. This is 
greeted with dead silence. The one re- 
maining member of the band shakes his 
head at me and moves quickly to the rear 
of the bus, pulling the curtain after him. 
Well you can leave a message. But I ain't 
gonna hear it. Well 1 can see right thru you. 

Fuck it. In for a penny in for a pound, 
I think as I watch Jim’s eyes narrow and 
he tightens his grip on the bottle. And so 
I ask him if he’s worried if people are go- 
ing to think his signing to Columbia, 
home of Michael Jackson, is a sell-out. 
Surprisingly this calms him down. Or 
maybe he was already calm. Hard to tell 
with a man this intense. 

“A label's a label. I've always thought 
my music was accessible now more 
people will be getting a chance to hear it 
thanks to the greater distribution chan- 
nels and the more people pushing it. 
Also Гуе got great artistic freedom. 
There’s going to be a Foetus CD-Rom 
out at the end of the year. Vol 2 of 
Mesomorph Enduros is going to be re- 
leased with tracks by Boss Hog & Pave- 
ment among others. A soundtrack to 
Ballard’s Atrocity Exhibition is coming 
out. There are numerous remixes and a 
whole disc of big kand live material. I’ve 
got support and higher visibility now. An 
artist wants to get his art seen or in this 
case heard. And it looks like in mv case, 
it will. So sell out? How can that be?” 

Even though мете parked in a blasted 
section of town with nary a tree in sight, 
I hear birds chirping. Could it be morn- 
ing? In any case, | take whatever this odd 
sound is as my cue to go. Jim jumps up. 
"Hey, where are you going. I want you to 


30 


hear something." 

He pops in a tape and turns a knob 
way up. Stun volume. The whole bus 
starts to vibrate. Thirlwell sprawls bliss- 
fully, "It's the remixes from the last NIN 
album," he says. At least that's what I 
think I hear. It’s hard to hear yourself 
think amidst the din. Robbie the engi- 
neer comes from the back and nudges 
me, "Not bad, eh?" “Хо,” I scream over 
the marvelous pandemonium, "it's ter- 
rific. But shouldn't we be keeping it 
down for the guys who are trying to 
sleep?" Robbie just shrugs and settles into 
a seat opposite Jim. Thirlwell smiles, 
nods his head and both of them start to 
surreptitiously move the upper half of 
their bodies in time to the music. 

An hour later, my ears ringing but my 
brain cleared of alcohol, the tape runs 
out. Jim looks over, "Anything funny 
about that, Dom?" He gives a sly grin. 
Robbie laughs. The birds are singing to 
me. Telling me it's time to go. The 
shades have been pulled down in the bus 
so it's still night inside. But I know bet- 
ter. I stagger to the front of the bus and 
pull open the door. And am greeted with 
a miasmatic blast of humid air and blind- 
ing sunlight. I fall to the pavement 
screaming, my hands in front of my eyes. 
“I can't see. My God. I can't see.” It's the 
Jim Backus routine from It's A Mad Mad 
Mad World. I look back to see if I've got- 
ten a laugh. The bus door is closed and 
its' just me and the birds. 

Amazingly, even though I’ve parked 
my car overnight in one of the worst sec- 
tions of town, it's still where I left it, un- 
scathed. A bum comes up to me. "Yah, 
yah, yah, I knows you surprise but when 
Willie watches it all night no harm be 
comin' to it." The derelict looks familiar. 
"Hey, didn't you have a funeral to go to 
this morning?" The wino gives a sheepish 
grin and holds up both his hands like 
King Tut, palms upward. I laugh and give 
him a few dollars anyway. 

I get in the car and start it up. The 


dashboard clock tells me it's eight 


o'clock. God I haven't pulled an all 
nighter like this since my sophomore 
year at Notre Dame. Fug it. I can spend 
the day floating in the pool working on 
my tan and catching up on my sleep. 
Something is nagging at me though. 
What is it that I’m forgetting. Think 


BRUTARIAN е ISSUE #17 


Dom. It’s pretty damn important . . . 
Then it hits me. Thirlwell and his entou- 
rage plan to hit Casa Brutarian for a bar- 
becue. Start time noon. And the larder is 
empty. The bar seriously depleted. Lordy, 
lordy what is I gonna do. 

Spend what little time I have left run- 
ning all over the place obviously. Thank 
God, its just going to be Jim and the 
band. I can handle that. A few people. A 
small, intimate gathering. Maybe РП ac- 
tually have time to sit down and talk 
to. Thirlwell alone. Get the interview I 
originally came for. No problem . . . 

The tour bus pulls up shortly after 
three and I'm still running around. Let's 
see Гуе got the sausages and hamburger 
patties, the bread, baked beans, corn. 
Three cases of beer should do it for this 
crowd. A bottle of Stolis for Jim. Jim 
Beam for me and Mark. What else? 

Nothing else. But who are all these 
people getting off the bus? And these 
cars pulling up what's the story with this? 
Did I chat up all these women in a des- 
perate attempt to get laid after the show? 
Must have. God I've got to stop drinking 
in public. 

There's about thirty people milling 
about including several loathsome look- 
ing women. One rude misshapen thing 
dressed in a sparkly black and gold en- 
semble and sporting a surreal beehive has 
spotted Jim and has buttonholed him be- 
fore he can get to me. She's waving a 
copy of Brutarian in front of his nose апа. 
pontificating, "This, this is bathroom 
scribblings. You really must talk to me. 
I'm from Scene magazine, Washington's 
only real entertainment guide. That's the 
only reason | came here. Certainly not to 
be part of the infantile Brutarian crowd." 

Jim fixes her with a malevolent stare, 
“What a beautiful thing it must be to be 
free of the ravages of intelligence. Al- 
most everyone here is a friend of mine." 
Then he walks away. 

I wave a hello as | start up the grill. 
All these people. So little time. ГЇЇ never 
get any kind of interview. 

Another car pulls up. It's Halcion. 
The opening act on the tour. The lead 
singer is an impossibly beautiful blonde. 
Her name is Dorit. She's Austrian. She's 
also Jim's girlfriend. That means hands 
off. As if she'd deign to let me touch her. 

Couples are jumping into the pool. 
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Total strangers are streaming in and out 
of the house. The misshapen thing gets 
between Jim and Dorit and tries to inter- 
view the latter. Jim shakes his head in 
disgust and walks inside to change. A 
woman built like a linebacker comes over 
to the grill. "This is sheer chaos,” she says 
in an affected English accent, “who’s the 
idiot throwing this disaster masquerading 
as a barbeque.” I resist the urge to 
roundkick her in the stomach and in- 
stead silently hand her a beer from the 
cooler next to the grill. 

A few members of Thirlwell’s band 
take pity on me and assume the cooking 
chores. This leaves me free for damage 
control. Jim comes out of the house 
dressed all in white. Tuxedo coat, white 
ruffled shirt and white jeans. He's found 
the vodka. A number of пу redneck 
neighbors. curiosity. aroused. have 
ambled over. Jim greets them as if he’s 
lived here all his life asking them if any 
of them want some Stolis. “Hell no, son,” 
a squat unshaven humunculus рап ез 
through his Red Man, “We jes came for 
the beer and the women.” He cracks his 
broken mouth into a revolting grin, sees 
me, waves and with a cherry, “Hey, 
neighbor” leads a group of large, poorly 
dressed endomorphs over to the pool. I 
turn back to the grill. 1 can't look. I just 
wait for the screams of terror. Thirlwell 
hits me on the back on his way past to 
the terrace overlooking the cement 
pond. There are band members and sev- 
eral fans anxious to talk to him. 

Throughout the afternoon and into 
the early evening Thirlwell holds court. I 
don't think I’ve ever seen any one so fe- 
verishly alive as this pale maudit with his 
darting eyes, unkempt carrot-colored 
hair, his bitter and subtle mouth, and, 
above all, his expressive hands, never at 
rest. And his voice, with its strange ac- 
cent, part Australian, part Loisada, part 
tuned to the key of his wit, was not less 
personal or significant. There was hardly 
а mannerism which ће did not adopt, al- 
ways at least half in caricature of itself. 
He had a whole language of pauses, in 
the middle of an anecdote or sentence, 
he would stop, a dramatic interregnum 
emphasizing the ridiculousness of his be- 
ing the center of attention. It was almost 
as if he had deliberately adopted a means 
of filling up gaps where there were no 
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gaps, for effect, purely to prepare what 
was coming. A harsh croak of laughter, 
came when it was needed; it was meant 
to engage and engage it did. All in all, a 
brilliant performance. Fully the equal of 
what I had witnessed the previous evening. 

Dorit was not amused. Jim knew it 
and as dusk lengthened into night, he of- 
ten broke off his monologue to move to 
the front of the house to speak with her. 
Then he would return and pick up where 
he left off. With less enthusiasm. Finally, 
he walked to the front of the house and 
began to trace the path in front of the 
chain link fence moving his hands and 
occasionally pulling at his hair. 

Me? I had my own problems. My 
redneck friends had not only found the 
beer, they had discovered the bar and 
with that the bourbon. This was not a 
fortuitous development because things 
began to get ugly poolside. The gas tank 
was disengaged from the grill and two of 
the more potbellied intruders decided it 
would be fun to play a game of pitch and 
toss. | was praying that the tank was 
empty and if it wasn’t that it would ex- 
plode near the pool. Better chance of 
containing the blast near water. Jon 
Spencer's Blues Explosion was going at 
stun volume and small fires were being 
set about the property. I began to worry 
about my dog whom come to think of it I 
hadn’t seen in quite awhile. It was a 
noisy little bitch and the silence did not 
bode too well for her. 

A washed-out blonde had taken to 
the roof with one of the good ole boys 
and a large plastic raft. They could easily 
be viewed from the ground but they 
didn’t seem to mind. In fact the couple 
appeared to draw strength from the rebel 
yells that would erupt whenever they 
changed positions. | had to admire their 
pressing on despite the odds. They were 
drunk, had fallen twice and badly 
skinned their knees trying to climb out 
the window onto the landing and the 
section of the roof where they had 
pitched the flotation device was not ter- 
ribly sound. In fact, it sagged rather 
badly. After what seemed an eternity 
they finished with a thud and several 
moronic groans to cries of "Yeeeeeeee- 
Haaaaaaah!” from their compatriots. 
The couple acknowledged the applause 
by launching a fusillade of empty bottles 
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of Zima in the general direction of the 
pool. The crowd acknowledged their ac- 
knowledgment by throwing whatever 
they could get their hands on into the 
water as well. Chairs, bottles, the tank, a 
few of the skinnier girls. There was no 
way to stop any of it. Certainly, 
Thirlwell's band and the knot of 
cognoscenti around them on the terrace 
knew better than to try. They began to 
retreat to the house. It was a nice house. 
There were lots of things to play with in- 
side. They'd be safe in there. | decided 
to join Jim on his walk. Hell, misery 
loves company doesn't it? 

Thirlwell was pacing, head down, as I 
approached, he stopped, "You know 
Dom, ever since | was very young | can 
remember feeling odd. Like I didn't be- 
long. There was one day, that confirmed 
it for me, | was eight years old and out of 
nowhere I just started crying and 
couldn't stop; I felt so alone. Even 
though I was the kind of kid who really 
enjoyed being by himself. Staying with a 
book instead. And it’s never really 
changed. I know I’ve got problems. Being 
an alcoholic and a manic depressive but I 
try to get around that by being generous. 
But you know, you do things for people, 
put money behind them and . . . and. . ." 
Here, he stopped to compose himself then 
continued. "They resent it. They actually 
resent you for trying to help. For caring. 
And sometimes it just gets overwhelming." 
Fill your own void - I'm empty. Through with 
charades and empty shells. Jim paused 
again and looked up for a moment. 
Looked at me and then looked up again. 

I'm thinking Thirlwell, if he had his 
wish, would have liked to have been that 
mythical bird that spends all its life on 
the wing. It doesn't have any legs you see 
so it can never land. It sleeps on the 
wind. At night. It just spreads its wings 
and floats on the ether. Never lighting 
on earth till it dies. And always alone. 
Jim is a lonely man surrounded by 
friends. 

We went inside. The white trash 
neighbors had gotten bored and had be- 
gun to troop out the front gate. I'd worry 
about clean up and repair tomorrow. 
Members of Halcion were at the com- 
puter in the dining room, Jim joined 
them and 1 went into the living room to 


chat with Mark and the rest of the band. 


It was crowded in there. Where was my 
dog? The beehived misshapen thing was 
giving a monologue while everyone else 
tried to watch television. She turned to 
me, “Making a fruitless effort to talk to 
Mr. Thirlwell? What a pity he’s such a 
drunk! An impossible man in any case.” 

“ ‘Ап impossible man іп any case.’ 
Why that’s charming. You sound like a 
character in a bad Trollope novel,” I re- 
joined, pulling myself up to my full five 
feet seven inches. “But in ‘any case,’ if 
he didn’t drink he would be somebody 
else. 
comme ca. Il ne faut jamais regretter 
qu’un poete est saoul, il faut regretter que 
les saouls ne soient pas toujours poetes.” 

I left the room to much applause. It 
was the only French I knew but I often 
used it to excuse my own ex- 
cesses. And to show off my faux 
erudition. 

Beehive and her coterie 
stormed past me in a huff. “I am 
not a trollop,” she spat at me. A 
minute and a huff later she was 
out the door. Good riddance to 
bad rubbish. 

I returned to the front room. 
Jim and Rob were still online. 
They were entering various chat 
rooms, the ones with the most 
vile names - the brown room, 
dykes on bykes - in order to leave 
insulting messages. Thirlwell was 
cackling maniacally. “Dom, 
Dom, you can type can’t you? 
Take Rob’s place while I dic- 
tate.” 

I did and for the next three 
hours I typed while the man 
composed these hilarious mis- 
sives, some quite long, to the pa- 
thetic souls traveling the lonesome elec- 
tric highway. What made it all so inter- 
esting was not so much the clever and 
amusing things Jim had to say, I expected 
that from someone who actually sought 
out the job of Lydia Lunch’s publicist, 
but how quick he was. Mercurial line fol- 
lowed mercurial line. Rapid fire. Punctu- 
ated only by Thirlwell’s harsh laugh or a 
friendly punch on the shoulder. When 
we moved to an Internet rock message 
center, Jim got his second wind and be- 
gan to critique the oeuvre of band’s he 
loathed. Marilyn Manson resulted in a 


Il faut accepter la personnalite ` 


five hundred word causerie that took all 
of five minutes and was brilliant in its 
acidulousness. 

It was now about two o'clock in the 
morning. | heard a few cars pulling up 
outside. Wonderful. More guests. Well at 
least they were girls. Two of them ran up 
to Thirlwell. The uglier of the pair spoke 
first in a slurred hillbilly voice, "This is 
mah fren, Amy. Хем! like her ‘cause she's 
so volatile. Go ‘head Amy. Talk to the 
man. See he's a lookin’ at ya. “Cause 
уоште so cute.” 

Amy started to talk. She had nothing 
to say of any substance but boy she loved 
to talk. Thirlwell and Rob looked at me. 
I shrugged my shoulders and suggested we 
go downstairs where it was cooler and 
where perhaps, we could — have 


150, | started to put out the е 
records poss the oe 


time - ‘Throbbing grise 
Neubauten, elc - « 


some sort of tete a tete. 

We high-tailed it downstairs leaving 
Amy and ugly to talk to each other. 
Other members of the Foetus Review 
drifted in to take our place. Fresh meat. 
Amy hadn't paused to take a breath. 

While Jim looked through my record 
collection I asked him about all the 
names he labored under. Why didn't he 
just release his work under his own name 
and stop confusing everyone. 

"Well, I just like the way Foetus 
sounded. So I appended it to the first six 
or seven records. Later I made up reasons 
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for what it stood for. You know like, 'it's 
something we all have in common,' and 
"we all started that way.' Clint Ruin was 
brought to life to create the illusion that 
there was more to Foetus than Jim 
Thirlwell. Self Immolation was designed 
to let the record companies think there 
was capital behind me. In a recent inter- 
view I said that 51. was a new mythology 
where I was а miscarriage flushed down 
the toilet and raised by sewer dwellers. 
When I managed to crawl out I started 
the company under that name. Steroid 
Maximus was a collaborative name that 
led to the concept of Corruptus for 
Foetus records made with other individu- 
als. Wiseblood is just me and Roli 
Mosimann of Swans.” 

Thank God the tape player was run- 
ning there was no way I could 
have remembered all that. I 
don't know how Thirlwell man- 
aged. He hadn't slept in at least 
two days and was on his third 
bottle of liquor. Not to mention 
all the beer and wine he probably 
had ingested between fifths. God 
damn where did he put it? 

But surely Foetus didn't spring 
full blown from Thirlwell's head, 
when and how did it become a 
necessity? 

Thirlwell continues го rum- 
mage through the lps, "Hmmm 
Rapeman but no Residents. In- 
teresting . . . Um well after I 
moved to England from Austra- 
lia, this was in 79, I played synth 
with a band formed from what 
was lef of а group called 
Pragvec. | was also working with 
groups like Nurse With Wound 
and Whitehorse. I put out an al- 
bum with a member from each of the lat- 
ter bands called Come. This collabora- 
tive effort made me realize why I really 
hadn't enjoyed being part of a band. De- 
mocracy was not for me. | needed to be 
allowed full freedom to go with my ideas. 

“So, I started to put out these records 
under the Foetus moniker - intense 
things but filled with pain and quite 
abrasive. The idea was to take the new 
music of the time - Throbbing Gristle, 
Neubauten, etc - and mix it with my in- 
terest in glam rock and John Cage and 
make it all new. The first three singles, a 


33 


12-inch and the initial two Ips were all 
self-financed, self-promoted and selt-re- 
‘eased. I was working in the retail record 
industry at the time. full time and I had 
to work in the studio on my free time. I 
was a wreck but I got it done. And from 
there I learned as I went along.” 

Jim stopped his perusal of the discs 
and tumed to Rob and me, “Did you hear 
that? There’s, it sounds like somebody’s 
getting very sick right above us.” 

Rob and I stopped to listen. Now that 
vou mention и... I ran to the door lead- 
ing to the basement and flung it open. 
There was the lighting man forcing him- 
self to vomit. "Jesus Christ, what the fuck 
are you doing," was all I could sputter as I 
danced away from a technicolor stream 
spattering the wall next to me. 

The lighting man wiped his mouth 
and grinned weakly a: me. “I got sick of 
listening to Amy. Heil. we all did. She 
drove everyone back to the bus and so I 
took her friend out behind the pool, 
what's left of it, to make out. In the 
middle of it I sobered up and just 
couldn't believe what I was kissing. I 
mean I don't mind ugly but I do insist on 
human." 

Thirlwell seeing his friend was all 
right, cackled and returned to the base- 
ment. Rob gave me a manly handshake 
and said he was going to leave me with 
the boss. “Good luck with the interview, 
I know we haven't made it easy for 
you." Ain't that the truth I thought as I 
turned on the garden hose to clean off 
the vomit caked wall. 

After washing away the mess, I re- 
turned to the basement. Amy and her 
hideous looking friend had found Jim. 
Somehow he had become the interlocu- 
tor in a debate over whether the pair 
should stay ог take a cab home. 

Jim was being quite reasonable, 
though he was clearly agitated. “Look go 
home if you want to. Or one of you go 
and the other stay. You're grown-ups 
make up your own minds." 

"But I want my friend to stay and 
have fun with me," Amy whined like a 
petulant child. “I want her to stay and 
talk with you Mr. Foetus. I know you 
have so much to say being famous and 
all. Famous people have a lot more to say 
than us ordinary people. That’s because 
they get to do so much more and meet so 
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many more people апд...” 

The loathsome one laughed, showing 
an almost full set of teeth. “Oh Amy, 
уоште so volatile. Ain’t she volatile” she 
asked no one in particular. “Mr. Foetus it 
was nice meetin’ ya but I have to mosey. 
Amy you all be careful.” 

Amy wasn’t listening. She was too 
busy talking. Ostensibly to Jim but he 
had returned to the record collection 
leaving Amy to talk to the empty space 
in front of her. She hadn’t heard her 
friend. Didn’t even notice her trundling 
up the basement steps to leave the house. 

Rosy fingered dawn had begun to 
make Her appearance at the basement 
window. It was time to go to bed. God all 
this money spent and nothing to show 
for it. No wonder magazines like Hypno 
and Bikini outsold Brutarian. What a 
loser I was. 

“Jim, it’s close to six, I’m going to 
crash,” I told him as I too made my way 
to the basement stairs. 

“No wait,” Jim grabbed me by the со!- 
lar. “Get me some fine tipped black pens 
and some white paper. I’m going to draw 
the cover of the next Brutarian.” 

I started to laugh like an idiot. I 
couldn’t help it. I loved this guy. He re- 
minded me of my closest friend Jarrett 
Huddleston. Jarrett too was insane. “Jim, 
it’s almost six o'clock. You're drunk. At 
least you should be. And you haven't 
slept in two days. How are you going to 
draw? You probably couldn't draw a 
check even if you're life depended on it. 
Go to bed. You want to help Brutarian. 
Tomorrow you can help me dredge the 
backyard for landmines." | 

“Oh there ain’t no landmines. You’re 
just joshing Mr. Foetus. Mr. Foetus don’t 
be scared 111 protect you. Not that a big 
strong man like yourself needs protection 
from the likes of little ole те...” 

“Shut the fuck up,” Jim and I said al- 
most in unison although we both knew 
that nothing short of a bullet to the brain 
would stop Amy from talking. 

Thirlwell turned to me, his eyes bor- 
ing into mine. “You must have some 
pens. I saw the paper in the loader by the 
computer. So I just need some pens.” 

I tried another tact. “Jim. You're 
good? Most of our covers are done by 
professionals. People with degrees from 
reputable, highly reputable art schools. 
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I'm not trying to insult you. Oh hell, yes 
I am but it's because we both need to go 
to bed. There's just no way you're going 
to be able to pen the cover in the next 
couple of hours. Go to bed." 

Thirlwell continued to look at me. 
Like I was a lab animal. I flattered myself 
into thinking it was a Mexican standoff. I 
got him the pens and sat him down at 
the marble dining room table. Amy had 
followed us and quickly plopped herself 
down next to Mr. Foetus. Jesus, maybe I 
should hide the knives before | took my 
leave. The hell with it, I was too tired. I 
mumbled my goodnights and stumbled 
off to bed. 

I fell heavily onto the mattress, my 
clothes on. There was a familiar thump- 
ing from underneath. Hobbes, my faith- 
ful companion, deciding discretion was 
the better part of valor, had hied to the 
bedroom. Probably been waiting for me 
for hours. Couldn't be helped; daddy was 
a semi- professional journalist hot on the 
heels of hot story concerning a hot rock 
star. Which he didn't get. Ah well, best 
call it sleep and let flights of angels sing 
me to my rest. The dog jumped on the 
bed and curled up by my side. Finally, 
sleep. After almost forty-eight hours. As I 
drifted off the last thing I heard was 
Thirlwell. “Look I’m trying to draw. And 
I don’t know how many times and how 
many ways I can tell you this but shut 
the fuck up. No don’t speak. Don’t speak. 
Just shut up. Just shut the fuck up. I 
mean it. Shut the fuck ир...“ 

A great man. One I wished I'd gotten 
to know. Maybe next time. 


Can you believe it, we’re entering our 
fifth year of publication? Little o!3 us. 
started as a whim, never expecting te last 
more than an issue ст Ter: vel here we 
аге. old епсига te егт in kindergar- 
ten! Our eternal thanks go out to the 
printers, advertisers and overworked 
mailing crew, particularly Lanny The 
Labeler who’s been with us since issue 
#1. But our biggest debt of gratitude is to 
you, the readers, who nurtured an unwor- 
thy pile of ink through its infancy. 

What a long strange trip it’s been - but 
we've only just begun our growth. and in- 
tend to be around for many years to 
come. Won't you join us? 

Don't editorials like that give you the 
dry heaves? As the official "World's Most 
Conceited Man," one thing (of thou- 
sands) I thoroughly detest is false mod- 
esty: yet | read wide-eyed “gee willickers” 
goop similar to the above all the time. 
Worse yet, some editors are resorting to 
maudlin back-patting on the most minor 
ot “milestones”: “Wow, we started this 
weekly rag on Halloween, and we're still 
going strong on Thanksgiving!!!” 

Along Ле same lines, you'll never 
turn to a letter :on in Brutarian pad- 
ded out with "Tha issue was superb. 
Here's another subscription renewal 
check” drivel. Why? We don't have to 
play humble (while coyly contradicting 
ourselves by wasting pages on gushing 
testimonials); we KNOW we're great. Is 
it our readers who make us so? Hell, no - 
it’s the talent of our writers, illustrators 
and editors, Jack . . . and, to quote Quick 
Draw McGraw, "and d-o-o-o-o-n't you 
forget it. 
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By: Stately Wayne Manor 


Го I hear someone sniffling in Sulker 
City? You actually fell for those patroniz- 
ing editorials and mean Mr. Manor broke 
your bubble with a dose of that dreaded 
honesty stuff! There, there, snookums, 
Uncle Stately didn't mean to hurt your 
feeling-weelings. Now put your thumb 
back in your mouth and take a nice nap. 
Those who have actually grown up are 
encouraged to read on. 

I don't have any specific theme this is- 
sue, so instead I'd like to clarify/expand 


| upon a couple O-M-M comments that 


somehow got skewed between my origi- 
nal draft and the printed matter. 

Every time I open a newspaper enter- 
tainment section, I bristle over a '94 Brut 
misprint. Venting disgust with reviewers 
who consistently kiss up to the big stu- 
dios, I accented the rant with "You know 
the type I’m writing about, Peter 
Travers?" Unfortunately, the finished 
product read "You know the type I’m 
writing about, e.g. Peter Travers”, 
thereby buffering a specific insult. 

Look at the critics’ quotes in film ad 
copy. Is Travers under contractual obli- 
gation to orgasm over virtually every ma- 
jor release or is it a coincidence he never 
seems to find a pic mildly amusing? And 
when one wants a credible movie review, 
who picks up Rolling Stone anyway? 

In issue #12, while referring to celeb- 


| rity correspondence, one paragraph lists 


numerous stars and states “no one has” 


: written back, then a later graph lauds 


Yvonne Craig’s generous reply. Hardly 

makes sense - unless you realize it should 

have read “not one (of the listees) has.” 
Space restrictions often force a writer 
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to edit his text. Here is a sampling of 
some other celebs I want to razz for blow- 
ing me off or praise for kindly respond- 
ing. Ignored by: Martin Scorsese, Forrest 
J. Ackerman, Robert Vaughn, Shari 
Belafonte and Darren McGavin. Hon- 
ored by: Kerwin “Sinbad” Mathews, Gin- 
ger Lynn, Jack Hill, Dave Marsh, 
Samantha Eggar and character actor su- 
реше Dick Miller — and James 
“Pathmark Man” Karen even phoned! 
(Goes to show they’re not all creeps.) 
EXTRAORDINARY INSIGHT: 
With the abundance of “outed” individu- 
als in mainstream music today and the 
numerous genres of hip-hop, Criswell 
Manor predicts the emergence of a new 
phenomenon - gay rap. Someday soon, 
you'll flip on the radio and hear a "home- 
o-boy” belting “Wave your hands by your 
rear if you really are queer.” . . . If an ac- 
tor combines several obnoxious traits to 
portray an urban jerk, does that make 
him a mook synthesizer? Ah, August 7th, 
1995 was a truly a sad day. Not because 
Jerry Garcia bought the commune, but 
because there were thousands of Dead- 
heads congregating in vigils, and no one 
thought to disperse them with Agent Or- 
ange... Ways to Annoy Trekies, Num- 
ber 39: upon the first flash-bang of a 
thunderstorm, peak out a window and 
say “I sure hope that’s the Enterprise ex- 
ploding." . . . Saw a startling one-minute 
deodorant documentary wherein male 
and female interviewees boldly reveal 
they don’t like nearing people who stink. 
Guess that means they skipped 
Lollapalooza this year, eh? . . . Dream se- 
quence: oh-so-cheeky Metos ad youth 


does his “cute” routine, bemused thirtyish guy nods in awe- 
struck amusement - then casually empties a Block clip in the 
boy's smirking face . . . The Blues Travelers fat guy and his ever- 


present harmonica holster: surgical attachment or strained cred- 


ibility attempt? (Jeez, Louise, do the BATS really play in all 
those keys?) . . . If you look up "cliché" in the dictionary, you'll 
find a picture of someone who uses phrases like “If you look up 
| "іп the dictionary, you'll find a picture of . . ." 

HUBBA-HUBBA HONEYS: Occasionally, previous H-H-H 
honorees were reasonably young (e.g., Vanessa Williams), but 
more often than not, this segment has lauded ladies who, to put 
it diplomatically, have not been carded in quite some time. 
Now it’s time to substantially lower the median age with a 
delish dish of relatively recent vintage (New York, 1972). I be- 
lieve the technical term is “tasty tenderoni.” 

It isn’t easy shedding the goody-goody image when one 
played a “nice girl” on a long-running sitcom and was marketed 


for the Teen magazine crowd. Tougher still is shaking the psy- | 


chic damage of having to deal with Tony “Gone Uptown” 
Danza one’s entire adolescence. 
Who’s The Boss? alumnus Alyssa 
Milano has managed to succeed 
admirably, though. 

Miss Milano is a w-o-m-a-n 
now and wants everyone to take 
heed. How has alluring Alyssa 
communicated the message? The 
best way possible - by doing nude 
sex scenes to get her points 
across. No obscure European soft- 
focus artsy-fartsy tripe for our 
Brooklyn-born beauty; Alyssa has 
even done the strip-and-schtup 
on one of the new Outer Limits 
episodes! And should you see her 
unrated vampire pic in the video 
store, don’t rent the гаре . . . 
BUY it!!! 

As if the above isn’t enough to 
qualify her for Honeydom, the = 
brown-eyed brunette is a member Alyssa Milano 
of the Italian master race and celebrates her birthday (12/19) 
within a week of mine (12/13, otherwise known as the Second 
Coming. Yes, 1 do accept gifts.) That makes Alyssa nearly per- 
fect. Drew who? 


LED BALLOONS by: Dave Kocher 


~ ` 
Grab your ass, beat you 
Senseless, and steal 
your purse ma'am Р 


“ж 
= МАМА 
ША: 


Advertise In 


РА 


Place an advertisement 
in Brutarian and reach 
readers across the world! 
quarter page 8 100 
half page 8 175 
full page $ 300 
inside covers $ 500 
back cover $1,000 


Payment must accompany 
advertisement. 
Checks payable to Dom Salemi. 
Brutarian 
PO. Box 25222 
Arlington, VA 
22202-0222 


Dare to be lame! 
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ell after midnight, the door of 
the convenience store swooshed 
open. A skinny black man entered. 
He walked straight to the counter as 
if in need of a late night pack of ciga- 
rettes or a quick tank of gas. 

“This is a robbery,” he said in a 
low, even voice. His words were pol- 
ished and controlled, but the threat 
of violence dripped from every syllable. 

Brian cringed at the words. A pis- 
tol appeared, zeroing in on his nose. 
Brian stared into the business end of 
the robber’s large-caliber revolver. 
Cowering before the gun in the wee 
hours of the morning, Brian forgot 
his prayer that none of his friends 
would see him wearing the lime 
green company smock. The store’s 
garish logo, emblazoned оп the 
smock with all the subtlety of a meat 
cleaver, lost all significance. 

Brian hated his new job at the 
convenience store. He hated it more 
than the lay-offs that had thrown 
him into the unemployment line. He 
hated his pompous new boss who had 
promised him great money and an 
opportunity to manage one, three or, 
maybe, six convenience stores. 

Brian had swallowed his pride and 
taken the job. Until the plant started 
hiring again, it seemed the only way 
to make the mortgage payments. His 
wife told him he was being brave and 
responsible, but it felt stifling and hu- 
miliating. 
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“Put the money in a paper bag! 
Now!” the robber hissed, venom in 
his words. 

"D-Don't shoot," Brian pleaded. 
His stomach knotted with fear. He 
tried to control himself as he popped 
open the register. 

"Not that!" the robber ordered as 
Brian scooped up a handful of quarters. 

"Of c-course,” Brian stammered. 
His fingers trembled. His throat felt 
raw. He needed a drink of water - or 
bourbon. Anything. Brian put the 
bag of money on the counter. 

"That it?" the robber asked, sound- 
ing surprised. His voice had lost its 
flesh-biting edge. 

“Well... there is the safe,” Brian 
said, pointing to the squat, steel vault 
with his chin. 

The robber's eyebrows knitted to- 
gether like wrestling caterpillars. 
Brian foresaw himself testing the 
company's hypothesis about the 
time-lock safe reducing the money 
lost to robberies. A bead of perspira- 
tion rolled from Brian's armpit. 

"Open it!" the robber barked, the 
venom returning to his voice. 

Brian punched the six-digit code. 
The rotary safe hummed, then spit 
out a tube of money with a metallic 
thud. A small red light began flashing 
from the safe's lower left corner. 
Brian pulled the money from the 
tube and dropped it into the bag. 

"How much was that?" the robber 
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By: M. M. Morton 


asked, his words curious and calm 
again. The safe intrigued him. 

"Fifty bucks." 

“I want it all! Now!” the robber 
snapped and raised the pistol with an 
outstretched arm. А savage inch from 
Brian's nose, the pistol did not waver. 

“Aw, man,” Brian all but whined. 
“It’s a time-lock rotary safe. See that 
little blinking red light? In three and 
a half minutes, it’ll give you another 
fifty bucks. Jesus Christ, man, I 
wouldn’t lie. I swear.” Brian wanted 
to be with his wife, snug and warm in 
their bed, cuddled up to her smooth 
back, his hand cupping her breast. 
He wanted the clean smell of her hair 
filling his head. 

“Three and a half minutes, eh?” 

Brian did not answer. 

“Who said ‘Everything come to he 
who ману 2 the robber asked with a 
goat-like grin. 

Brian did not know. 

The robber stepped behind the 
counter and ‘slid his revolver inside 
his coat. 

"You're going to wait?” Brian 
asked, incredulous and dumbfounded. 
He did not want to believe it. 

“If life was what we expected, 
there’d be no surprises, no mysteries,” 
the robber said with more grace than 
Brian thought possible. “Your ass is 
on the line, so behave accordingly,” 
the robber said. “It’s not your money, 
but it is your ass. Don’t force this. 


Just let и happen in its own way. 
Think of this as a Zen robbery, if you 
like.” The robber waited to see if 
Brian would submit. The hircine grin 
returned as Brian’s shoulders sagged 
with defeat and acceptance. 

“Give me back some of the 
money,” Brian said before thinking. 

“Say what?!” The robber’s voice 
cracked. He reached for the pistol in- 
side his coat. 

“If someone comes in, I'll have to 
make change. You've got all the 
money," Brian explained. “You 
wouldn't want anyone to get suspi- 
cious, would you?" 

"Here," the robber said, tossing 
him the bag. "Take what you need. 
Stash the bag under the counter. 
Every three and a half minutes 
- and I mean every three and a 
half minutes - drop another 
fifty dollars inside." 


Everything's going to be all right. Just 
wait on this customer. Pretend I'm 
your friend. I've stopped in to have a 
cup of coffee. See?" 

Brian stared at the paper cup of 
coffee in the robber's hand. He had 
poured himself a cup from the nearby 
pot and Brian had not noticed. 

A woman left the car and entered 
the store. She looked dull. bored and 
overworked. She walked the store 
and bought a quart of low-fat skim 
milk and three candy bars. When she 
left, Brian sighed and leaned against 
the counter. He did not remember 
speaking to her, but he must have. 
The robber smiled. His goatish grin 
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blinking count-down once more. 

“I think this is some kind of game 
for you," Brian said. 

The robber stepped forward, draw- 
ing his pistol The barrel poked 
Brian's stomach. Brian tried to swal- 
low, but his mouth and throat were 
not cooperating. The robber pushed 
and twisted the gun, trying to screw 
it into Brian's body. Brian recognized 
the pistol. a Colt Python .357 Mag- 
num, just like his brother in-law's. 
The robber squeezed the trigger. Mil- 
limeter by millimeter, the gun's cyl- 
inder turned. The hammer crept 
backward. When the next round 
aligned with the barrel, the hammer 
would reach a critical point and fall 

forward. Brian closed his eyes. 

"The thing to remember," 
the robber said, with all his 
previous venom, "is that 
this is no game. It is very, 


Brian wondered about 
the robber. Was he a 
heartless killer? Would 
he shoot him in the 
back of the head 

The safe's red light 
stopped blinking and 
the robber nodded. 
Had three and a half 
minutes already passed? 
Brian punched the code, 
pulled the money from 


PRIDE AND CONTROL WERE 
CRUEL MEMORIES. HE FELT 

THE PISTOL DIGGING INTO HIS 
GUT. HIS BLADDER THREATENED 
TO LET GO, BUT HE STOPPED IT. 
WHAT WOULD IT FEEL LIKE AS 
A HOT BULLET TORE THROUGH 
HIS BODY, RUPTURING INTEST- 

INES AND VITAL ORGANS AS IT 
WENT? WOULD IT MISS HIS 


very real.” 

Numbing, primal fear 
enveloped Brian. Pride 
and control were cruel 
memories. He felt the 

pistol digging into his 

gut. His bladder threat- 
ened to let go, but he 
stopped и. What 

would it feel like as a 

hot bullet tore through 
his body. rupturing in- 


the tube and stuffed the 
bills into the bag below the 
counter. 

He could feel the robber’s 
eyes on him, monitoring his 
movements for any suspect ges- 
tures; anything that might signal re- 
bellion or danger. 

“Oh, my God,” Brian whispered. 
Headlights washed across the front of 
the store as a car entered the parking 
lot. Brian’s stomach rolled. Would 
the robber panic and shoot? Would 
he get to see his family again? 

“Easy, Brian,” the robber said. 

“How do you know my name?!” 

“Relax. It’s on your name tag. 


SPINE? WOULD IT PARA- 
LYZE HIM? WOULD HE 
SURVIVE?" 


had turned into bona fide smile. 

"You're enjoying this shit, aren't 
you?" Brian said. 

As Carlos Castaneda would say, 
I'm choosing to enjoy this robbery." 

"Carlos who?" 

"The safe, Brian." 

The light had stopped blinking. 
Brian made another deposit into the 
paper bag and the red light began its 
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testines and vital organs 

as it went? Would it miss 

his spine? Would it para- 

Ікге him? Would he survive? 

“Го you believe me, 
Brian?" 

"Yes, yes, I believe you." 

Brian's rapid, desperate answer ap- 
peased the robber. He eased off the 
trigger. Brian struggled with his 
breathing and made a decision. If he 
survived, the police would get the 
best description of a perpetrator they 
had ever received. He began memo- 
rizing the robber's appearance. He 
was a black male, between thirty and 
thirty-five years old, about Brian's 
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height, but skinny, close to оп hun- 
dred and forty pounds. When the 
time came, Brian wanted to be able 
to pick the man from the book of 
mug shots or the line-up or whatever 
the police used. 

Then Brian noticed the robber’s 
nose. Its shape seemed ordinary, but 
it looked as if someone had put a 
knife into the robber’s left nostril and 
tipped it out, just like Roman 
Polanski had done to Jack Nicholson 
in the movie Chinatown. Brian loved 
that movie. The scarred nose was a 
gift. He had him now. And in time, 
so would the police. 

As Brian put another fifty dollars 
into the paper bag. a blind woman 
walked into the store. A large yellow 
dog with a leather harness attached 
to its torso led her to the counter. 
Brian froze, his fist buried in the bag. 
The dog stopped and sat down. 

“Dorothy?” the blind woman called. 

Brian’s eyes cut to the robber. 

"I'm afraid Dorothy isn't here to- 
night, the robber said. 

“Oh-h-h,” the woman said, disap- 
pointed. "I'm something of a regular 
and Dorothy always...” 

"Not to worry, dear lady," the rob- 
ber interrupted. "My assistant and I 
will do our best to fill Dorothy's 
shoes. As long as they aren't high 
heels, we are your humble servants," 
he said with a flourish. 

Chuckling at the remark, the 
woman said, "How do you do? My 
name's Vicky." 

"Dough. Jonathan Dough," the 
robber replied and shook Vicky's of- 
fered hand. 

Brian marveled at the robber's 
ability to change emotional hats. 
Now, he acted sociable, relaxed. He 
prattled on and on about the brisk 
night air, Vicky's well behaved dog 
and the pleasure of her company. In 
the middle of the robbery, and after 
having threatened his life, Brian saw 
the robber as an insufferable cavalier 
piece of trash. And that name he had 
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given the blind woman did not fool 
Brian. Jonathan Dough! The police 
would, no doubt, snicker and say they 
had too many "John Doe" files already. 

*Brian, look," the robber said and 
Brian knew he meant the safe had 
again become ripe for another with- 
drawal. He got it. 

Vicky requested several insignifi- 
cant items. At the robber's instruc- 
tion, Brian retrieved them. The sales 
transaction finished, the robber en- 
gaged Vicky in another round of me- 
andering, unnecessary conversation. 
Brian could not believe the robber's gall. 

"Nice lady," the robber said to 
Brian after she left. “You should get to 
know her the next time she comes in." 

“If there is a next time." 

"This coffee sucks,” the robber 
said, ignoring Brian's comment. "I 
wish you had some herbal tea. I really 
like herbal tea." 

"Herbal tea?" Brian cried. "Christ 
Almighty, what do you want? I mean, 
you're robbing me and calling ita... 
ah . . .a Zen robbery. You're hanging 
around when no sane person would. 
And now you want herbal tea. Man, 
what do you want?" 

“1 want what everyone wants," the 
robber said, cool and relaxed, *Mur- 
derer or monk, CEO or armed robber, 
we all want the same thing. We want 
to feel good." 

"Oh, man," Brian complained. 

"Look, the red light has stopped. 
Money time," the robber said. His 
venom had disappeared. He sounded 
cordial and harmless. "Brian, life is 
too short. Material possessions are 
ephemeral. Bend with the cosmic 
wind. Don't fight this." 

Brian shook his head, wondering if 
instead being held hostage by a 
heartless killer, he might be at the 
mercy of a philosophizing lunatic. 

A police squad car swung into the 
parking lot and stopped in front of 
the store. Its headlights winked off. A 
lone cop sat in the car. Brian looked 
to the robber, frantic. 
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“Okay, let's see how you do on the 
razor's edge, Brian," the robber said, 
his venom returning like a incurable 
and painful venereal disease. He 
snatched a pair of sunglasses off the 
rack beside the cash register and 
slipped them on Brian's face. "There. 
I don't want any ‘help me’ eyes for 
the policemen, okay? T'll do the talk- 
ing. You man the register. Don't try 
anything, Brian. ГЇЇ be ready, the cop 
won't. The cop’ll have to figure out 
what's going down, unstrap his pistol 
and draw. АП ГЇЇ have to do is cor- 
rect your foolish decision. It won't be 
pretty and it'll be your fault. You 
don't want that cop's death on your 
conscience, do you?" 

Brian did not answer. Feeling emo- 
tional drunkenness, he wanted to be 
left alone. He wanted his day job at 
the plant. He wanted to see his wife. 
He wanted to live. 

"Good evening, Officer!" the rob- 
ber called. 

The young cop grunted and strode 
to the potato chip rack, his keys, 
nightstick and flashlight jingling and 
squeaking on his utility belt. He se- 
lected three bags of chips. 

"Coffee to go, black," the cop said 
as he dug in his pocket for some 
money. 

"Your money's no good in here, 
Officer," the robber said, a cheerful 
note in his voice. 

"Come on, you know better that,” 
the young cop said, but without con- 
viction. 

*No, no, no. It's the least we can 
do for our city's brave sentinels." The 
robber’s beatific smile sparkled. 

“Aw, hell. Why not?” the cop 
muttered. He crammed the money 
back into this pocket and accepted 
the covered cup of coffee. “What’s 
with the sunglasses” he asked Brian. 

Brian’s facial muscles felt anesthe- 
tized, his legs and arms arthritic. His 
scrotum contracted. 

“It’s a new promotion we're try- 
ing,” the robber said. “They’re on 


sale. Two for the price of one.” 
“No, not tonight. I got to make my 


rounds,” the cop said, escaping the 
robber's impromptu sales pitch. The 
squad car’s engine started, the head- 
lights came on and the young cop 
disappeared into the night. 

“Jesus Christ Almighty,” Brian 
whispered. A ragged breath jittered 
from his mouth. He held the counter 
for support. His head hung from his 
shoulders. The sunglasses slipped off, 
bouncing to the floor. 

"You're awfully tense,” the robber 
said, his voice a soothing balm. “You 
would have killed him, wouldn’t you?” 

"In a heartbeat" The robber 
smiled. When he smiled, his entire 
face smiled. "You're tense, Brian. 
Have you considered Yoga? It's very 
good for reducing stress." 

"Yoga?" Brian said, his face twist- 
ing in disbelief. 

"The safe, Brian, the robber com- 
manded and Brian put another fifty 
into the paper bag. "Brian, being 
afraid is your role. Accept it. I, after 
all, am the bandit. Strive for balance. 
Be afraid when you аге... and rejoice 
when you are not. Live in the now." 

"| just want to see my family 
again," Brian murmured. 
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"Have you loved your wife? 
Taught your children?” 

Brian did not answer. 

“Then you have lived a full life. 
Embrace your fate. It is yours alone.” 

Brian listened. The words were 
tender, the logic seductive. 

“Look,” the robber said. 

The safe’s light still blinked. Brian 
turned to explain, but saw the robber 
gazing out the window instead. A 
man approached on foot. He wore a 
large backpack and shabby clothes. 

“Remember your role!” the robber 
growled. His voice had the vicious- 
ness of a scorned and vengeful lover. 
His venom had returned. 

“Greeting, brothers!” the new ar- 
rival proclaimed as he entered the 
store. The man looked road-weary, 
but his eyes burned with a zealot's 
glee. His backpack and clothes were 
dirty, his beard, long, gray and un- 
trimmed. Brian cut his eyes to the 
robber and found himself being 
watched like an experimental lab rat. 

"Brother," the bearded man ad- 
dressed Brian, "I am hiking around 
our globe and find myself at your 
door." The man placed his hands on 
the counter. His fingernails were 
filthy. "My trek is an arduous one. I 
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get my sustenance as | can. Would 
you happen to have anything for a 
hungry traveler? I am not above dig- 
ging through your trash. My needs 
are humble yet genuine.” 

“Brother,” the robber cut in, “take 
what you need from our shelves.” 

“Are you sure, brother?” the trav- 
eler asked. 

“Yes. Take all you want,” the rob- 
ber said with charitable exuberance. 
He looked to Brian, smiled and said 
out of the side of his mouth, “The 
safe,” then kicked Brian on the shin 
when the traveler had turned away. 
Brian put more cash into the paper bag. 

The traveler walked the store. He 
took a large canvas tote bag from the 
shelf and filled it with goodies. 
"You'll be wanting to ring this up, I 
assume.” 

“Not necessary,” the robber inter- 
jected. “Our inventory control system 
takes care of everything. Be on your 
way, brother. And may peace be 
with you.” 

The traveler beamed at his good 
fortune and lugged his cumbersome 
load to the door. 

“Brothers!” the traveler said in 
parting. “Keep sowing your seed; you 
never know which will grow. Perhaps 
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it all will. Hallelujah!” The dJoors 
swooshed shut. 

“Ecclesiastes. | believe,” the robber 
mused. 

“Ecclesiastes? Why did you give 
away all that stuff?” 

Understand Buddha’s First Noble 
Truth, Brian. Nothing you see, taste, 
hear, touch or smell will give you 
true peace. It’s all an illusion.” 

“Buddha?” Brian exclaimed. “Yoga 
and Buddha and God knows what 
else. Who are you?” 

“Brian, have you heard of karma? 
Karma is a wonderful thing. It’s like a 
cosmic game of catch. In order to 
catch the ball, you must first throw it 
away. It’s marvelous. divine and mar- 
velous...“ 

The safe. The safe. The safe. The 
robber spoke and Brian stuffed money 
into the bag. The robber’s sermoniz- 
ing felt like an ointment for Brian’s 
rattled nerves. He had been yanked to 
the mortal precipice too often. At an 
unconscious level, Brian sensed merit 
in what the robber said. It seemed 
right, in a comforting sort of way. 

“The safe, Brian. Good. Now, de- 


spite the transitory nature of our 
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And I've 
been drunk 
the whole 


lives, despite universal love, despite 
good karma and, often as not, despite 
what we want to happen, I believe 
life is like boarding a ship which is 
about to sail out to sea . . . and sink. 

"Without horror and pain, there'd 
be no joy or pleasure. Do you see the 
eloquence in that?" 

"Yeah, I guess," Brian said. Не 
longed to agree, to believe. It seemed 
a preferable role. The terrorized con- 
venience store clerk represented 
someone Brian did not want to be. 

"Brian," the robber said, using a 
tone that indicated conclusion. “I 
have taken nothing belonging to you. 
I have made this a special experience, 
filled with a few vivid encounters and 
a touch of spiritual enlightenment. 
But now, our journey is nearing its 
end." The robber drew his revolver. 
“I pray this has been instructive in 
some fundamental way.” He walked 
to the far side of the counter, keeping 
the pistol trained on Brian. “I also 
pray you advance along your mystic 
path. Now, set the bag of money on 
the counter. Good, now, pick up an- 
other bag and put it over your head. I 
don’t want you to see what I’m about 
to do.” 

Brian looked at the 
pistol. It seemed to look 
back at him. The pistol’s 
muzzle became the maw 
of a hungry, carnivorous 
beast. Death crouched 
in the robber’s hand, 
prepared to leap. The 
robber pulled back the 
pistol's hammer in a 
wordless threat. 

“... по... please .. 

К; Brian pleaded. He 
raised the bag, drew a 
shaky breath, then low- 
ered the bag over his 
head. It was late — too 
late for the policeman to 
return. 

“In remembrance of 
me,” the robber said 
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near Brian’s ear and placed some- 
thing in his hand. 

Brian remembered the quote. Jesus 
said that at the Last Supper; the last 
supper before they killed him. Brian 
waited for the bullet. Would he feel 
it? Would he hear it during that split 
second before it killed him? 

He heard the money-filled bag be- 
ing pulled off the counter, followed 
by the swoosh of the glass doors 
opening. 

“Remember: Of what can we be 
sure, except that whatever we have 
will soon be gone? Good-bye, Brian,” 
the robber said with ominous finality. 

Brian braced for the bullet, but 
heard only the swoosh of the glass 
doors closing. He stood with the bag 
over his head for a full minute before 
removing it. 

The robber had left. Brian leaned 
against the counter, his knees weak. 
He remembered the robber’s gift. He 
opened his fist and found a soft rub- 
ber nose. Makeup clung to the edges 
and dusted the palm of Brian’s hand 
like brown sugar. The rubber nose had 
a wicked scar along its left nostril. 

Brian did not pick up the phone. 
He did not call 9-1-1. His description 
of the robber would be vague and in- 
complete without the scarred nose, 
an utter waste of time. 

Despite himself, Brian grinned at 
the robber’s ingenuity. Instead of 
calling the police, Brian had to figure 
out how to tell his wife and then his 
new boss of his resignation. He did 
not have what it took to be a conve- 
nience store employee. 

Brian pulled a newspaper from the 
rack and spread it on the counter. He 
began looking for another job, hop- 
ing the plant had started hiring again. 
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There seems го be a pervading image 
of females in the sexvid industry as vic- 
tims—of males, of society, of themselves. 
This crazy-quilt portrait is painted mostly 
by staunch feminists who have never 
even seen a porn movie and have prob- 
ably never even 
spoken to an adult 
video actress to 
find out whether 
or not this is true. 
During my eight 
years in the busi- 
ness as a writer, 
production assis- 
tant and observer, 
I've found this be- 
lief to be a fallacy, 
a brand of preju- 
dice much like the 
one feminists ac- 
cuse males сЕ The 
belief that all 
porn starlets are 
bimbos. 

All sorts of 
women flock to 
the X-rated film 
industry. They 
have a wide vari- 
ety of IQ’s. There's a running joke that 
they're certainly not rocket scientists, but 
some of them, like Nina Hartley, are reg- 
istered nurses. Some of them, like 
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Tracy Adams 


REFLECTIONS 
OFAN 
ADULT VIDEO VIXEN: 


ME? А PORN VICTIM? 


Annabel Chong, Holly Sweet and Trisha 
Yen, are financing their college studies 
with high paying jobs in the jizz genre. 
Others, like Teddi Austin, found that the 
fetish flick shooting schedule meshed 
well with her medical studies. She is now 
an operating room 
technician. 

Yes, there are all 
kinds of women in 
blue movies. The 
biggest sin, perhaps, 
is to lump us all to- 
gether ав faceless, 
talentless whores, 
which is what the 
"straight" world tends 
to do even more 
than the gonad 
groupies. The biggest 
thing a fabulous ca- 
reer in carnal crafts 
offers us is flexibility. 
We are our own 
bosses. We call the 
shots. We establish 
rates and stipulate 
what we will and 
won't do. It’s also a 
wonderfully adapt- 
able career for single moms. In fact, An- 
gel Kelly pines away for re-entry; she 
dreams of making an additional porn 
movie or two, then dancing on the road. 
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By Ariel Hart 


A comeback would afford her more time 
with her toddler than, say, her current 
job at a national restaurant chain. 

That’s another thing. Many porn ac- 
tresses, are, in fact mothers, something 
they tend to hide both to protect their 
children from the jaundiced eyes of 
neighbors and to keep their fans’ fanta- 
sies intact. But ladies like Jeanna Fine, 
Ariana, Tiffany Mynx, Teri Diver and 
numerous others—I’d say about 40% of 
the women in the industry—have chil- 
dren who live with them. They are as 
protective, supportive and proud of their 
offspring as anyone you’d pluck out of 
the PTA. They don’t lie to their kids 
about their career choice, but they don’t 
shove it in their faces either. 

It’s true, some women in the porn 
ranks aren’t too smart. Sometimes, be- 
lieve it or not, this has to do with not be- 
ing very worldly. Many of them are 
young, barely legal or in their early twen- 
ties. But they have one thing in com- 
mon; they know what they want and 
they know how to get it. Although some 
may not be as formally schooled as the 
next gal, they realize that they do have a 
“talent” which is marketable: their looks 
and their bodies. And being a sex queen 
pays a lot better than minimum wage at 
McDonald’s. 

It’s also true that a number of women 
in the industry were abused as children. 


But you'd find that among accountants, 
lawyers and supermarket | check-out 
clerks. For many, the X-rated world is a 
self-affirming career choice. It creates a 
sort of demagoguery which soothes 
wounded egos. It gives the illusion of ce- 
lebrity within the realm of a very tiny, 
select sector of society. And it also gives 
them control. Instead of being in a help- 
less situation, they are now in the driver's 
seat. 

Women in porn definitely have more 
say-so than the men. They can usually 
stipulate who they will and won’t work 
with. Could you imagine a guy achieving 
legendary status like Vivid's Janine has? 
Fat chance. She has chosen to boff only 
women, and a select few women at that. 
Yet, the austere blonde's autograph lines 
at video conventions are as long, or even 
longer, than starlets who perform double- 
anals. Yes, in the adult industry, there 
seems to be room for everyone. Former 


Mistress Jacqueline 


*Penthouse" model Janine has even held 
the spotlight in more conventional 
genres. Does that sexy female cab driver 
in John Mellencamp's "Wild Night" video 
look achingly familiar? That’s her, too. 
It's true also that some porn princesses 
squander away their earnings, but people 
in every walk of life are guilty of that. 
Jerry Butler contends that if you earn a 
"dirty" dollar, you spend it twice as fast 
(and society does still perceive porn as 
dirty, even if we don't). This theory may 


or may not be the case. But 
on the other hand, you 
have females like Tracey 
Adams who still keep a 
toe-hold in the business 
(by doing S&M videos and 
making public арреаг- 
ances, in her case) and use 
it to maintain a particular 
lifestyle. One of the 
shrewdest ladies in the in- 
dustry, Tracey has report- 
edly invested most of her 
carnal cash in real estate. 
And is doing quite well, 
thank you very much. 

Look ас Candida 
Royalle, who has managed 
to build an erotic empire 
on a mere dozen or so 
couples-oriented ^ sexvids, 
an amount some companies release in 
just one month. It's managed to keep her 
Femme Distribution going for over ten 
years. In 1976, Royalle broke into the 
adult film business as a performer, and by 
the early 1980's, with only 50 film credits 
under her garter belt, formed her own 
production company. And they said it 
couldn't be done—movies without cum 
shots and oozing gynecological close-ups. 
Well, it was done, and very successfully, I 
might add. Videos Candida created a de- 
cade ago are still solid sellers. This dar- 
ling of the talk-show circuit remains a 
strong, clear voice amid the muck of 
fuck-flicks. 

A number of women have taken the 
director's chair, including Angel Kelly, 
Ona Zee, Teri Diver, Nina Hartley and 
many others. Though not nearly as suc- 
cessful as Royalle and few with their own 
companies, they've still had the opportu- 
nity to bring their visions to the screen, 
some garnering awards. Just pimpettes for 
the male machine? Exploiters of their 
own gender? Porn naysayers would like 
you to believe so. 

When we first met, Mistress Jacqueline 
and I heartily agreed that the most de- 
grading job we’d ever done was secre- 
тапа! work.. Nowhere were women 
treated as secondhandedly than in the 
“real,” nine-to-five world, where, let's 
face it, we rule the world. Secretaries and 
administrative assistants are indispens- 
able tools. They keep execs in check, 
make travel arrangements, appointments 
and know where every file is in a heart- 
beat. Perhaps porn does give a glorified, 
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unrealistic, goddesy view of women, but 
that's a hell of a lot better than getting 
screamed at to fetch a CEO a cup of cof- 
fee. Or burning Whoppers at Burger 
King. Put that up against whanking 
whoppers at hundreds of bucks a day. 
Hmmm, that’s a tough one. 

See, that’s just it. It’s all about choice. 
It is possible to make a living waiting 
tables, but some women choose to have 
money politely slipped into their G- 
strings in tittie bars. (Anything but “po- 
litely,” and gents are not so gently 
ejected from the premises.) Some opt to 
commute, work a grueling five day, 
thirty-five hour week, while others opt 
for a five-hundred dollar sex scene, plus 
all that free time to be Super Mom. Yes, 
there are health risks in a porn career, 
but they are commonly known and the 
industry is finally taking more forceful 
baby-steps toward HIV prevention. But 
then again, there are also risks in driving 
a bus and laying down railroad ties. 

So live and let live. Judge ye not. Let 
women continue to write smut, have ba- 
bies, produce porn, send the kids off to 
school, dance in topless clubs, help pay 
the mortgage and make fuck-flicks. It's our 
birth right. Our freedom of choice. Okay? 


addy gone killed hisself and left me with nothin but this ole shotgun shack in Ше West Virginia hills and 
oxes and boxes of video tapes. 


First, he done broke his arm, then he crashed the pick-up while gettin head from Hairy Rita. And to cap it all, 
then he went and screwed up while doin his auto-erotic strangulation thang in the attic. And believe me, it 
weren't a pretty sight. But now he's cold in the ground and I've got nothin to do but watch movies and drink 
beer. So it's Onan, Junior flyin solo from now on. 


I was kinda curious to find out what he'd been watchin the night he shot his last wad, so I started wadin 
through the box beside the TV. 


The first thing I shoved in the VCR slot was somethin called The Obitrons, a home made black and white 
piece of brain-numbin junk made by some guy called Christopher Frieri from Hoboken, New Jersey. The hand- 
written credits had a kinda charm, I gotta admit, but the cheesy Super-8 quality photography was gonna wear 
thin real quick, I knew, so I started poppin the brewskies and downed my first Milwaukee's Beast of the 
evening. 


Our main character is а "505 looking, hog-ridin type of guy called Tom Kubash. We get to see him walk 
around his crummy apartment, piss in the john while his pet Doberman watches, and get to hear his thoughts as 
he narrates voice-over while shavin Deep, huh? Well, I sorta got interested for a while once he started goin on 
about puberty and discoverin there was somethin else you could do with your pee-pee other than go little potty. 


Well, I'll be a hog leg dipped in barbecue sauce, I thought, poppin another beer, this flick's gonna be about 
masturbation! 


Wrong. 
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The guy then gets оп his hog and 
rides around the block pretendin 
he's goin home to visit the past 
while some heavy metal band 
covers Blue Oyster Cult's "Cities 
On Flame." Then the movie cuts to 
a living room dressed up to look 
like an alien space ship, and these, 
er... aliens (a faggy bearded guy 
and some blond ehcik with huge 
hooters who could pass for a 
Newark По) go on and on and on 
about how weak and stoopid us 
humans are. And then they started 
talkin about procreatin and I knew 
there was gonna be some weird sex 
in this little home-made epic. 


Well, I was right this time - and 
wrong. But [ was right about the 
pud-pullin thang. 


After the alien leaders (the fag's 
called Bizwad, so you know he's a 
homo, and the chick with the titties 


BEFORE 


is Starleatha, so you know who's 
the boss here), talked long enough 
for me to finish that second beer, 
we get to see our hero get fucked 
up by a couple of jizwad cops 
before ridin off into the night. 
Later, he arrives in a cemetery and 
starts to jerk off over a tombstone. 


Yep, no fakin here, that's old 
Tom's fully erect meat puppet in 
his hand as he starts strokin the 
helmet. Hot dang, pay dirt! 


But before Tom can spurt his 
seed, he has some kinda 
psychedelic trip as the aliens open 
a dimensional barrier and 
materialize in the grave yard. No 
cum shot. since we're now in 
Night of the Living Dead territory 
and the director's friends and 
family (probably) turn up in bad 
zombie make-up and start eatin 
people in the graveyard. Cue the 


cheap gore fx. 


Yawn! Zombie movies have 
never been my cup of puke, 
especially home-made ones like 
this. So I popped another brewski 
and hit the fast forward button, 
only stoppin every time Starleatha 
appeared on screen. 


All I'll add is, the aliens capture 
our hero and want to fornicate with 
him - but their way which involves 
givin him injections in the 
cockhead (no fakin here, either; I 
was in tears), and whippin his ass 
before Starwhore inseminates 
herself with a syringe full of Tom' 
jiz mn blood. Later, she gives birth 
to a litter of puppies covered in 
Oooze-It, and our hero kills 
everyone. 


I forced myself to watch the 
credits. Starleatha is played by one 
Diva Haase, who's also credited 
with some of the awful dialogue, 
but I don't care, I'd spank the 
monkey over those tits any day. 
And Tom Kubash is played by 
Larry Talbot. 


Aww, c'mon... that was Lon 
Chaney's character in The Wolf 
Man. Who're they пуп to kid? 
My guess it's the dirctor who likes 
to jerk on screen and have six 
inches of needle inserted into his 
helmet. 


Just a bunch of New Jersey 
perves plavin at being Ed Wood. 


By this point. [ was startin to 
wonder about Daddy. Sure. he'd 
always been strange. but this wasn't 
his usual video diet. So then I 
check out a couple of tapes from 
those nice folk at Video Search of 
Miami which were sittin in the box 
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and he obviously done watched 
‘cause they were at the end. Both 
lived up to their titles and drove me 
to drink. Lotsa drink. 


An entire case of beer, and when 
that didn't do the trick, a large 
bottle of Old Crow. 


I should've known better. 


Both movies ' titles said it all: 
Torture Hell and Atrocity. 


Sicko Jap movies. 


Tit torture. Rape. More tit 
torture. More rape. Cigarettes on 
genitals. Eye gougin. Mutilation. 
More tit torture. Rape. Sodomy. 
More mutilation. 


That crate of Milwaukee's Beast 
and the Old Crow disappeared real 
fast. 


What's wrong with those slanty- 
eyed devils who make great VCRs 
and Tvs? Don't they like women? 
Don't they jerk off? 


Yep, that's gotta be it. 


Torture Hell is a costume drama 
about a young girl who is sold into 
the shogun's special brothel, "The 
House Of Tattoos," by her old 
Daddy when they can't pay his 
medical bills. Once inside, she's 
molested by the Magistrate, groped 
by the lesbian Madame, beaten into 
submission, and abused in every 
way, shape, ап" form. 


Don't ask me to try to explain the 
plot beyond that, 'cause this 
movie's got more goin's on than ya 
average soap. The openin credits 
warned me but I stuck to watchin 
this flick until it made my eyes 
swim. Within the first four 
minutes you see this: Three 
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pregnant women (clothed) 
crucified, screamin as some gut 
thrusts a large spiked bamboo 
shoot up one gal's pussy. Cue the 
blood. Cue more gore as her neck 
fountains the ole red stuff. . . all 
over the guy pokin' the spike. 
Freeze frame. Then, babes buried 
up to their necks in sand havin 
their heads sawed off . . . and this 
movie, which looks good, never 
quits. 


Neither does Atrocity, which 
was written and directed bv some 
gook named Katsuya Matsumura, 
who should be shot in the balls for 
this artless, pretentious garbage. 


Accordin to the explanation at 
the beginnin, this film was refused 
a theatrical release, even after the 
producers made obvious cuts (I 
don't even wanna think about what 
they snipped), and it was still 
refused a rating, being deemed 
"unacceptable." No kiddin’. 


The best way to sum up this 
nasty piece of work is as a cross 
between A Clockwork Orange and 
Straw Dogs. There's this computer 
geek, see, who likes makin toy 
dolls and spendin all the rest of his 
time tryin to reach out and touch 
someone via Email. He calls 
himself Goodman. What he's 
good at is bein a pathetic wimp 
and not standin up to his evil 
homo friend/nemesis, a spoiled 
rich kid who gets his kicks doing 
nasty things to people, and 
controllin a gang of sickos who 
run an extortion racket. They beat 
up and torture Goodman. He 
whines. Sicko fag decides to 
murder his boyfriend on a whim. 
Said fag starts playin games with 
Goodman, includin trying to get 


him to fuck and beat a brain-fried 
rape and torture victim he keeps 
locked up in his house. The thugs 
abuse Goodman. Innocent teens get 
caught in the web of violence an' 
torture. Goodman snaps and snuffs 
everyone. 


My last thought before I passed 
out was that Daddy killed hisself in 
despair after watchin these movies . 


I woke up in the root cellar. 
Half-naked and covered in puke 
and shit. Hungover. Could barely 
swaller. Felt like somethin furry 
had crawled into my mouth and 
died. But there was beer left. 
Milwaukee's Beast. And plenty of 
tapes. I staggered back upstairs 
and popped one in. It was called 
Rapeman. 


I have no idea what's goin on in 
the heads of the Japanese. Those 
bombs we dropped must have 
fucked up the whole country. I 
mean, how the hell could a film 
like this get made? Alright, I can 
see how it could get made, but 
released in the theatres for the 
general public to watch? Maybe 
you can 'splain it to me. Here: you 
have a superhero who gets dressed 
up in black leather and a mask for 
the sole purpose of rapin chicks 
who done somebody else wrong. 
And while he's doing it the Nip 
beauties always end up enjoyin 
thesselves - thus provin their bitch 
factor - so it all comes out as 
somethin of a wash. This is 
entertainment? This is cinema? 
This is the country that runs the 
world? As little Joe Conrod was 
want to say: The horror . . . the 
horror... 


Holding back nausea that was 


assaultin me like Ше marines at 
Normandy, I pushed in somethin 
called Singapore Sling (European 
Trash Cinema). Hell, at least it 
wasn't a Jap thing. I mean 
Singapore is in Bangladesh or 
something ain't it? 


While I waited for the leader to 
play itself out I read the back of the 
box. Apparently, the flick caused 
quite a furor at the Toronto Film 
Festival a few summers ago. So? 
That's Canada. Catharine 
MacKinnon's a heroine there. It 
don't take much to upset those 
losers, er hosers. 


But shit, after watchin this 
outrage I gotta think there wouldn't 
be too many people who wouldn't 
run for the exits after a coupla 
reels. What we got here is а 
pornographic refashionin of Laura 
with a lesbian nympho mother- 
daughter team replacin Clifton 
Webb and Vincent Price. Who, if 
memory serves, weren't blowin 
each other in the original. Or 
fuckin each other up the ass with a 
dildo. Or vomitin or pissin on 
Dana Andrews either. Maybe I'm 
wrong. Webb was kinda fey. But 
take it from me, you've never ever 
seen a film noir quite like this. 
Suffice to say, the twin leads are 
hot, often naked, and continually 
touchin themselves in a sinful 
manner. It may not be your idea of 
entertainment but it is mine. 
Filmed in black and white with lots 
of rain, billowin curtains, and an 
absurdist frenchy voice-over 
narration just to make sure you get 
the existentialist dread thing. 


I tried to hold down what little I 
had left after Shanghai. 


I couldn't. 


Maybe a change of pace would 
help. Maybe a homo full-length 
would shock me into sobreity. 


Ah-hah. Here's one. Meat 
Rack. " One of the few early 
homosexual softcore films, aside 
from the work of Pat Rocco, 
attempting to do something a little 
more ambitious than getting the 
closeted man in the mood for a 
little butthole surfing." (I added 
the last bit.) "Released in 1970 
and directed, photographed and 
edited by a twenty-one year old 
theatre manager, Meat Rack, 
despite its almost deliberate 
primitivism, is so incredibly sleazy 
and determinedly erotic the sex of 
the participants becomes almost 
irrelevant." 


Right. Like I give a rat's ass. 
Our story finds gay boy runnin 
away from nympho mom and 
alcoholic dad to hustle on the 
streets of Frisco. Bored with bag 
garglin in seedy theatres showing 
Roger Corman films and rump 
wranglin in decrepit hostels, our 
men-fatale allows himself to fall in 
love with a lumpy female loser. 
Surprise, surpise, it don't work out. 
Blown up to 35mm from a 16mm 
negative, the washed out, grainy 
look gives the project a cinema 
verite feel which is further 
enhanced by the artistically 
impoverished camera work and 
stupified acting. 


God damn that last bit was nice. 
Wisht I gone to college. 


And God damn, now I was 
horny. Best put on some music. 
'Cept there's no stereo. Or radio. 
Look through the boxes. Look 


through the boxes. 
Sleazemania. 


Or what have The Cramps 
wrought? Alright, maybe The 
Fleshtones too. In any case, this 
two day Chapel Hill celebration of 
"bands, barbeque, b-movies and 
beer" was so fuckin hot it crossed 
over cool into the perfect, frozen 
world of art. Yeah, daddy. Dig it! 
Forever pantin. Forever young. 
With some of Onan's fave acts like 
Southern Culture on the Skids, The 
Woggles, and the man hisself, Hasil 
Adkins. And no, this ain't no borin 
camera-on-the-tripod concert tape; 
it's Something of an anti-Woodstock 
documentary, a send-up of the 
deadly seriousness of the Wadleigh 
film with exploitation flick 
excerpts, television archival 
footage and hilarious throw-away 
interviews interwoven with out-of- 
kilter musical performances. Oh 
mercy! This is as good as it gits. 
So git it. ($15 for the video, $12 
for the cd or double record set, No 
Place Like Home Productions, Box 
464, Chapel Hill, NC 27514) 


Nausea gone, I decided on one 
more before hittin' the meat, er 
sack, er bed. 


Red Spirit Lake. Pictures of hot 
New York type babes on the box. I 
took a peak. 


The evil spirit of a sorceress and 
her lithe minions are haunting a 
remote lake house! Forcing both 
the current inhabitant - a hot 
Amazonian blonde played by 
screenwriter Annabel Lee - her 
friends and the gangsters who want 
the deed to fuck and suck without 
restraint. Until they are killed by 
the gorgeous ghosts. Or each other. 


49 


Comac cT рве. 4 


Несокр SET 
OVER 1 HOUR ОР S 
ам) Mapmess Ра 


FIRST Sieazefest Ho 
е Мехсам мвезти NG 
SENSATION Sano / 


VHS Vipeocessifieg, (J 


OVeR SO MiNUTES 

ОҒ PeRFORMANCeS апр 
BeHiND wwe Scene 
ANTICS, ехрекемсе 
те SléazeFeSY iN Tue 
ECOMFORT амр Завету 
jOF YOUR OWN номе. 
B(BaRBeCUe NoT iNCLUDeD) 


Diewrewend by Cargo Она Нар, Lemar USA, Shane the Record Label, Saboerranei 


ғайыш: DeXTeR RoMUJDBER 
E oj HeRN СЕ THe passholeg 4 
АНЕ FN М у 

| И tract Db Di роби 
Tus Зовбом 05 Те члене ү 


nm 
Тал? . у Оке Ла ме. В Но Place 
| 4 | 4! Like Hame 
Productions 


OR ORDER YOURS TODAY BY SENDING A CHECK OR MONEY ORDER PAYABLE TO NPLHP р 
TO THE \ODRESS ON THE RIGHT. PRICES ARE 512 per CD, $13 рег 2-LP SET, 315 per VIDEO. саг А чс EU 


Includes death by castration. death by 


sauna and death by fisting. The actin ‘Ble Au <->! MION 


ain't bad for an independent video Шан 8 THE BAR SS4TNISTERS 
production and neither is the A Look АГМе I'm Cool!!! Upst 023 
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h! What a world! What а world! No one has come forward and asked to be the Bride of Ozzyfide. This 
has left him desperate and angry. How did everyone know Oz didn't have the five thousand dollars offered as a 
reward? Must have been Diabla babbling to whomever would listen. She's hellbent on destroying me. Gone so far 
as to publish a magazine startlingly resembling Brutarian. Ah well, Ozzy forgives her. Mr. Fide forgives the 
beautiful everything. Besides, Oz has been far to busy to worry, what with spending almost every waking hour 
scouring the personal ads in the newspapers. Which of course has yielded nothing 'cept scary monsters. And super 
creeps. Yes folks, Oz in his desperate quest has actually spoken to drooling retards and made nice with a fuzzy 
thing who looked like Lou Holtz. Which, at first got Ozzy, a die-hard Notre Dame fan, rather excited. Until he 
realized Lou wasn't a transvestite. Anyhoo, what Ozzy has learned is that you have to know the code if you're 
going to work this personal-ads thang correctly. After disaster after countless disaster Oz thinks he's figured it out. 
So listen up, here's how to go about it. 


Since guys ain't about to chase a bad looking dame no matter how brilliant or wealthy, we'll start with the terms gals 
employ to disguise the hideousness of their physiognomy (If nothing is said about looks then don't even think about 
responding.) Okay, are we ready? Here's step one: go immediately to the words used to describe . . . the 
physiognomy 


Pleasant: Quasimodo would be frightened 

Attractive: Pig 

Cute: Pig with long hair 

Pretty: Passable in a dark room 

Beautiful or the like: Insane most likely molested by her father 


Alright, they're pretty or beautiful so you can pass go and contemplate . . . the build. Oh yes, body shape is 
important. Nobody wants а porker. Even Tom Arnold got tired of Roseanne and her millions after awhile. So let's 
move on. Here's the adjectives you're likely to find and here's what they really mean: 


Michael Brown 


In shape: For what? The world sumo championships? 

Height-Weight Proportionate: Would intimidate Mike Tyson 
Curvaceous: Fat 

Reubenesque: Obese 

Full-figured: Roll them in dough to find the wet spot 
Overweight: Registered with the department of motor vehicles 


Seek out phrases like "enjoys exercise," "ardent jogger" or "martial artist" it's your only chance of meeting something vaguely 
human i.e. those who can still get into their bikini. Forget about a thong. Women who wear those things don't need to advertise. 


Now we get to the really important stuff. Like educational background. Yeah, it's a prerequisite. You're old enough to know by 
now how boring it is to date a chick with nothing to say. Or who has a lot to say but none of it has anything to do with sex, sports, 
or sauce. Unless the gal has matriculated at an Ivy-League college, art school or Notre Dame you're not going to be able to gauge 
how bright she is. First thing you should realize is that any broad having spent the money and time at such institutions of higher 
learning probably has far too much pride to peddle their ass in a newspaper. So you're going to get a lot of gobbledegook and 
misinformation as to erudition. After interviewing over three thousand women I now feel I can safely give you the skinny. Caveat: 
if nothing is said about education then, take this to the bank, they're retarded. 

Smart/ intelligent: Somewhat familiar with works of Dr. Seuss 

College mentioned: Can recite parts of Green Eggs and Ham at gunpoint 

Finished college: Owns most of the published works of Dr. Seuss 

Graduate student: Reads Dr. Seuss to her bastard children 

Doctorate: Knows Boris something was the voice of the Grinch 


Alright, if you've come this far, you're asking yourself: do I call this loser? No, you imbecile. First you have to find out if you 
have anything in common? What does it matter if the little tease has gone to Harvard if she's majored in women's studies? 
Capeche? So let's find out what interests they have (if any) and what the professed enthusiasm for these things mean. 

Walking, fireplaces and/or beaches: Tabla rasa 

Sports: Strong lesbian tendencies 

Voracious reader: The movie versions are always better 

Movies: Thinks Keanu Reeves is a fine actor 

Restaurants (eating): Can't cook 


Wait! Don't touch that dial! Put it down and go to bed. However, if you feel tis imperative to press on, then keep reading. The 
following list of signs is an important and telling part of the plea for companionship. Ostensibly, the terms are supposed to let you 
know what type of person the woman is looking for. Wrong. Dames don't care about personality. They care about money. You 
think Nicole married O. J. for his warm and loveable personality? Nah, she took one look at the size of his savings account and it 
was love at first sight. Female advertisers are going to want to know the size of your stash too although some are so desperate 
they're probably going to be more than willing to settle for a very tiny bit of change. 

Marriage and/or children: I'm on welfare. Help me 

Kind and considerate: АП I ask is that you have a green card 

Professional: Must wear pants and shirt to work 

Financially stable: If not Jewish than had better be a doctor or lawyer 

Generous: Do you know the going rate for a pro? 

Christian and/or religious: Fuck the job. Do you eat pussy? 


Okay, hold on, there's one more thing to consider: personality. Sometimes the janes say too much and tip you off no matter how 
well crafted the ad. So please, don't turn to Ma Bell yet. I'm beggin' ya! Insanity is never pleasant. Even in bed. 
Spontaneous: Likes anal sex. 
Spirited: Will make you work for anal sex. 
Quirky: Anal sex only if drunk, high or unconscious. 
Intellectual: "I tried it once and it hurt. Do you have any idea what that feels like? Or the diseases you could catch? Besides. 
have hemorrhoids. Not that you'd care. You men are all alike you 
just want to stick it in. As long as its tight, as Іопр..." 
Feminist: Does the name John Wayne Bobbit mean anything to you? Under no circumstances are you to mention the anus ог 
the buttocks. Unless you want her to fuck you in the ass. 


There's more; but seriously, why bother? Fuck the newspapers. Work out, get a good haircut and ply the bars and poetry slams. 
You'll earn what you get and even if you occasionally strike out. you'll feel better about going home alone. Yeah. you'll walk back 
to your car feeling like the world may not be your oyster but at least you'll have the satisfaction of knowing уоште shucking in the 
real world. So stay away from all forms of personals. It's the road to disaster. You've been warned . . . Read on. what follows is 
important с-=- > 
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Get Shorty - (4) Barry Sonnenfield 
Who woulda imagined that the guy who directed the 
moronic Adams Family films was such a savvy, 


sophisticated cineaste. Here he takes а potboiler 
penned by the wildly overrated Elmore Leonard and 
tums it into a sparkling, sophisticated comedy. A 
comedy with a decidedly nasty bent. Both in its attitude 
toward Hollywood and human beings. John Travolta is 
marvelous as Chilli Palmer, the small time Miami loan 
shark and film fanatic who blows into LA on an 
assignment and then decides to stay and make movies. 
This sudden career change on Chilli's part sets into 
motion all kinds of plots and subplots involving 
skullduggery, cross апа  double-crosses, murder, 
mayhem, and romance. All of it adeptly handled by 
Sonnenfield who gets superb understated performances 
from Gene Hackman (as an alcoholic horror movie 
producer), Rene Russo (who has no nude scenes, shame 
on you Rene) and Danny DeVito (the "Shorty" of the 
title doing a great take-off on Dustin Hoffman) and two 
hysterically hammy ones from Dennis Farina (Travolta's 
oafish homicidal boss) and Bette Midler (as well, 
essentially Bette Midler) 


"ТО DIE FOR 


(а) Gus Van Sant 


To Die For - (d) Gus Van Sant 
Ozzy has been scratching his head for days trying to 
figure out what the point of this fruitless exercise is. 


And who to blame. Obviously it's a showcase for 
Nicole Kidman's acting skills - which are considerable, 
look what a great job she's done convincing the public 
that hubby Tom Cruise is straight - but I doubt 
screenwriter Buck Henry had this in mind when 
adapting Joyce Maynard's fictionalization of the case of 
a New Hampshire schoolteacher who seduced a student 
into killing her husband. Then again, I'm not sure Buck 
had anything in mind when penning this belabored farce 
other than making a quick couple of bucks. A satire of 
lower and lower middle-class values you say? Then 
why is so much time spent with the loveable 
lunkheaded hubby (Matt Dillon) and his engaging, 
down-to-earth, vaguely-attractive sister. And with 
Matt's family, which, come to think of it, is also rather 
charming. A droll character study of a dim-witted 
golddigger? Gosh, but she's so transparent and phoney 
Pee Wee Herman could see through her. Alright, maybe 
Uncle Buck just wanted to tell a dark, funny, little story, 
Well, there ain't much story here, most of it takes place 
in bright light and there are only a few laughs to be had. 
And guys, if you're hoping to see Ms. Kidman in the 
altogether, fuhgedaboutit. Panties and bra is as close as 
we get. 


'SEVEN' | Бы 
| (а) David Fincher 二 


Seven - (d) David Fincher 

The creative talents behind this sublimely morbid 
thriller - David (Alien 3) Fincher and cinematographer 
Darius (Delicatessen) Khondji - principal objective is to 
put you in a nightmare. And keep you there. Keep you 
in a dark, rainy place shot through with washed-out 
browns and dirty, lambent yellows. Along these gray 
streets and shadowed corridors two police detectives go. 
One is an older black man (Morgan Freeman), the other, 
a hot-shot young turk (Brad Pitt). They are searching 
for a serial killer. One who ties each murder to one of 
the seven deadly sins. Victims are chosen as objective 
correlatives of a particular vice, their murders serving as 
grisly object lessons, the modus operandi of each, a 
form of poetic justice. Literal poetic justice. 


Shakespeare, Chaucer, Dante figure in all of this. 
Somehow. Beautifully somehow. First-time 
screenwriter Andrew Kevin Walker - he wrote this 
script while toiling as a floor manager at Tower 
Records in Manhattan - has fashioned a literate and 
compelling screenplay, one that suffers not a wit 
from its preoccupation with the sordid and grotesque. 
And in Fincher and Khondji, he's found two 
sympathetic collaborators. The lighting, the color 
schemes, the texture, the sounds, the music: аП 
manipulated to give the film an almost unbearable 
ponderousness. The center that will not hold. 
Freeman, in a brilliant performance mixing studied 
intelligence and solipsistic abstraction, understands 
this. "You know this isn't going to have a happy 
ending" he tells the naive and idealistic Pitt. We 
want things to work the other way but as we come to 
the open fields and the sunlight of the denouement 
we're holding our breath. The fields are barren. The 
sunlight gives no relief. We prepare for the worst. 
We don't want to see it even though we've figured it 
out. Still, it's too much. We already know all we 
need of hell. 


'COPYCAT | ЖЕ 
ще 


| (d) Jon Amiel ` 
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gv 
Copycat - (d) Jon Amiel 
Critics were apparently so appalled with the financial 
success of Seven they couldn't wait to find a dull, 
tedious, didactic film about a serial killer they could 
praise by way of contrast. As an introduction to the 
subject, Copycat is not uninteresting. Аз drama, 
however, it's dramatically moribund. The fairly 
intriguing conceit has a psychopath copying the 
modus operandi of lunatics like Jeffrey Dahmer and 
Albert DeSalvo. The twist is that he's taking as his 
inspiration the works and persona of Sigourney 
Weaver, a brilliant but agoraphobic criminal 
psychologist. The problem for director Amiel is that 
he's supposed to find a way to work in Holly Hunter 
as a tough talking detective, Dermit Mulroney as her 
sweet talking macho sidekick, Harry Connick as the 
jailed serial killer who may or may not have some 
connection with maniac, and half a dozen other 


тё 
characters. Plus pose and answer such captivatigg 
questions as: Will Holly and Mulroney allow 
themselves to fall for each other; Will Weaver fall for 


Mulroney even though he's much younger; will Holly “2 


fall for her former lover, a detective on the same 
force who believes Mulroney has fallen for Hunter; 
Will weaver, Hunter and/or Mulroney discover that 
their copycat killer has fallen for Weaver? The 
viewer bombarded by all this nonsense is much more 
likely to find himself asking: How do I keep from 
falling asleep? Amiel (the lifeless Sommersby, the 
wildly overrated The Singing Detective) attempts to 
punch up his juvenile and pedestrian script by 
occasional switching to the killer's point of view and 
in gratuitously dwelling on graphic photos of the 
female victims; but it all comes off as desperate acts 
by an intellectual bankrupt. Besides, anyone who 
thinks they can shock us by having Connick ask the 
lithesome Sigourney for her panties clearly doesn't 
get it. 15 there a straight man in America (in jail or 
out) who wouldn't cut off his right arm for a pair of 
Weaver's undies? Unwashed that is. 


'STRANGE BAYS'| ДЕ 
e 


(d) Kaythryn Bigelow 


I 


Strange Days - (d) Kathryn Bigelow 

Screenwriter James Cameron and director Bigelow 
take an inordinately long time to get the ball rolling 
in this sci-fi mystery adventure and when they finally 
do, you really don't care. It's Los Angeles. 1999. Fin 
de siecle. A jungle out there in the fog-swept streets. 
The kids and twenty-somethings dress like extras 
from Blade Runner and the cops enforce the laws 
with impunity. Down these Dickensian -Phillip K. 
that is - streets and into the dank industrial clubs 
scurries Ralph Fiennes, an ex-vice-squad cop selling 
virtual reality on a disc. The discs and the svstem 
used to record and play them are illegal having been 
designed solely for the police as a replacement for 
body wires. (You put this electronic varmulke on, 
press a battery pack and record everything vou see, 
hear, smell, taste, and touch.) As a former 
policeman, Fiennes was able to smuggle a set out and 
now he has set himself up in the City of Angels as 
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explained to us over and over. Then we are askéd:to 
watch Fiennes try to win back aspiring rock starlet 
Juliette Lewis. Endlessly. Enter Angela Bassett as a 
bad limousine-driving mama. She and Fiennes have 
a thing for each other. We have to listen to them 
bicker and then grow on each other. Like cancer, 
Fifty minutes of nothing and then the movie creakily 
rumbles into gear. Someone has used the forbidden 
technology to make a snuff film and given a copy to 
Fiennes! Fiennes, for some reason thinks Lewis is in 
danger! (Something.to do with her ponderously 
ominous, English, rap- producing.boyfriend.) So he 
gets Bassett involved so she can Беги danger too! А 
car chase! Running! Gunplay! ‘Ozzy sleeping! 
Need I say, I didn't stay for the Fienntsh? Two cans 
for the lithe and lovely Lewis’ two topless scenes 
though. 


Devil In A Blue Drs - (4) Ernest Glarke 

A surprisingly suspenseful, literate za d evocative 
adaptation of the Walter Mosley поуё ара the best 
film noir since Ẹhinatown. Denzel: ‘Washington 
heads a marvelous cast of relative unknowijg:as Easy 
Rollins an unemployed factory engineer pressed into 
uneasy employ as a gumshoe. The titular "devil" 
(Jennifer Beals) is a beautiful caucasian woman 
whose "predilBtion for Negroes" has forced her 


multimillionaireboyfriend from the mayoral race and’ 
her into hiding. Easy is asked only to get her address: 


but when it turns out to be the wrong one he is 
plunged into-à plot involving murder, blackmail and 
i g. Which leaves him only two outs: 

nent residence in the LA River. Director 
‘kes his characters, even the marginal ones, 
and because he does, he allows his film to move at a 
leisurely pace so we can get to know them. And we 
want to because they're fascinating, vibrantly alive - 
especially Mouse, Easy's gangster friend from 
Houston, an amiable psychopath who shoots first and 
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asks questions later. Effective too is the depiction of 
black lower and lower middle-class life in this 
postwar City of Angeles. This may not be the world 
the average white moviegoer is familiar with but it's 
a place to which we rapidly grow accustomed. It 
feels lived in. It feels right somehow. In fact, almost 


“everything about this film resonates, including the 


ending, an ending which isn't really an ending at all 
‚а kind of beginning. There's no slam bang. 
: loose ends are left. Things aren't really 
cleatted up despite the bad guys being killed. And 
Easy; ће good egg, doesn't get the girl. That's home 
to me. 


Goldeneye - (d) Martin Campbell 
Pay no attention to the silly plot whi 
satellite. weapon being purloined for a R 


o Sean Connery - but then who: 
certainly soignee. And he c 


things go for more than 
before treating us to an ex 
or a donnybrook of some kind. Ir 
played for laughs, but played with grace and wit. 

There's real bite to Bond's trademark retorts this time 
ош and the supporting players - notably Рашке 


ассотїбйаїе them. The 17th film in the series таў 
not be the best, Campbell spends a bit too much tim 
setting things up in this one hundred 
minute film; but by almost any standard, Goldeneye 
would have to be viewed as a welcome retum t to 
form. 


Assassins - (4) Richard Donner 
The Specialist. Judge Dread. And now this turkey. 
How many flops-does Sly have to make in a row 
before they declare him box office poison? The film 
starts promisingly. Killer-for-hire Stallone becomes 
enraged when up-and-coming rival assassin Antonio 
Banderas offs а mark of his and tracks the latter 
through the streets of New York. This results in a 
stand-off in a cab but only after an incredible 
sequence. which has Antonio trying to climb out the 
back seat and shoot Sly while Stallone, disguised as a 
cabbie, tries to affix Banderas to the side of a bus. 
АП of this while most of the New York police force is 
in hot pursuit. Inexplicably, director Donner slows 
things down to a snail's pace after this, throws in 
Juliaane Moore as a love interest and plot 
complication thereby eradicating what little 
plausibility the screenplay possessed, and lets 
Stallone and Moore literally sleepwalk their way 
-through their parts. Banderas, however, refuses to be 
cowed by all of this ineptitude and chews the scenery 
like a man in the final stages of cerebral palsy. His 
recent string of bombs may have his career in flames 
but unlike Mr. Rambo Rocky; he's going out with 
bang. 


(d) Marti Scorsese 


Ww Y 


Casino (d) Martin Scorsese 
No one makes mook movies better than Martin. 


ни? 


Mean Streets, Raging Вий, Good Fellas, brilliant 
efforts all. With unforgettable scungili-soaked 
dialogue: "Bring that steak over here. You cook it to 
long it defeats its own purpose." "What is this a 
coffee and cake light here?" This flick, however, as 
entertaining and as tightly constructed as it may be 
has, however two fundamental problems: 
uninteresting conversation and a one dimensional 
femme fatale at its heart. The coquette is Sharon 
Stone, a high rolling hustler whose boozy cupidity 
and essential. stupidity bring down casino boss 
Robert DeNiro: and his childhood friend Joe Pesci а 
Vegas mobster and syndicate hitman. The first half 
of this, which establishes the characters, sets the 
scene and lets us in on the working of the 
demimonde of high stakes gambling is, despite the 
heavy reliance of voice-over narration, possesses a 
brittle dime-store noir charm. The second half is all 
potboiler spending far too much time with Stone 
(who manages an arresting performance despite 
being asked to do little more than make with the 
sibilants or scream) and her failing marriage to 
DeNiro and- her growing infatuation with the 
pathologically murderous Pesci. Why screenwriters 
Pileggi and Scorsese would choose to do this when 
they know they. couldn't limn a full blown female 
persona if their collective lives depended on it is 
beyond me. These guys see women as basically one 
of two types scheming whores or shrieking 
termagants. Which isn't reallv their fault. After all, 
they are both Sicilian. 


57 


Lobey-lleaded Berry- Wriggles doombah down the Poth... 


yo VY SEE V CXEEXC YN г е 
\ 2 T зе == EY О 
у Oe — — 

EN се у 


RN 
TERNE DA | 
[ЕУ = = 


Th 


р» 
7 


ey 


do th 


Their squooshy heads are hung with r'ags, 
their brains stuck in their throats. 
21 


NY 
A 

Ф 
| 


ПП <: 


) 


They kick as 


y Sea of Ash. 
LORS 


The Seo. of Ash іс МОТ a place thot I would choose to 99. 


шаны | = 
о ee = = — TI d 
фу — T. - = ni = 
= нЕ 
ст 
У, 
— ист AN сет, 
< Е 
一 -一 == 
м. 
SS - 


ЖЕК ЕСЕ 


Kurs do the Me do down there? What is their Secret task? 


Д 

y: 

= "= 

tA ke 


Z ? 


P Z 2% 
я; 


чє ана ч = 
= = 
" 55 455 


A = x< 


= е 


== 
La 
ЛС 


c 


Са (г == а 


And why they Seem so hoppy then... is onybody's guess. 


61 


АТерат i hapmari 


Ain't Nobody's Business If You Do: 

The Absurdity of Consensual Crimes 
inva Free Society 

| Peter McWilliams (1993) Prelude Press 


Have you ever killed some TV time watching a televangelist 
program? And has it occurred to you that these guys have political 
agendas which basically involve taking us back to that morally idyllic 
time when adulteresses got to wear letters on their chests, drunkards, 
masturbators, and married people caught kissing in public spent time 
in the stocks, and thinking for oneself was a guaranteed trip to the 
stake? Has it occurred to you that, unbelievably enough, they have 
gained ground in America? As proof all you have to do is take a look 
around you and everywhere you'll find otherwise relatively normal, 
intelligent people parroting naive, narrow-minded, and trite 
condemnations of junkies, pornographers, homosexuals, and 
prostitutes. Have you been unsure how to react to all of this? To the 
notion that marijuana users are little better than child molesters? That 
subscribing to Penthouse Forum or attending a strip show every now 
and then is akin to making a compact with the Devil? 


Ain't Nobody's Business If You Do is а witty, well-written and well- 
documented attempt to justify politically incorrect behavior. The 
basic and oft-repeated premise of the book: "As an adult, you should 
be allowed to do with your person and property whatever you choose, 
as long as you do not physically harm the person or property of a non- 
consenting other." Simple? Sensible? Concise? You bet! And 
McWilliams spends 788 pages, not counting index, bibliography and 
other good stuff, making his case. 


Now normally I'm not a big reader of non-fiction. Especially long 
non-fiction. It just brings back too many painful memories from my 
university days: the interminable hours in the antiseptic confines of 
the library, trying to get through three thousand pages of some tome 
about the potlatches of the Kwakiutl Indians, etc. However, 
McWilliams book is, in a word, irresistible. Even when delving into 
the political history of the United Sates, a subject which would 
normally put me to sleep. Why couldn't this guy have been my first 
year political science prof? 


However, the author's breezy style does not come at the expense of 
hard facts. McWilliams positions are well researched, and presented 
from every possible angle - social, political, religious, economic, 
historical, and personal. There's something for everyone here, and a 
counter argument for puritans and bureaucrats of every stripe. 


Repeatedly, McWilliams mocks the hypocrisy of a nation which sends 
a man to jail for life (for life!!!) for performing oral sex on his male 
lover knowing that it's a dead cinch that once behind bars the felon 
will become a non-consenting party to both oral and anal sodomy. A 
country which prohibits gambling but allows state run lotteries to 
flourish. Outlaws pot, peyote, and other natural highs, but legalizes 
tobacco, a substance which kills more people per year than all other 
illicit pharmaceuticals combined. Declares war on drugs to deflect its 
citizens attention from the fact that nothing is being done about 
poverty, violence, impending environmental disasters, AIDS and the 
national debt. 


And while һе may mock, McWilliams never preaches. To preach is 
to place yourself on the wrong side of the argument. And the author 
of this fascinating and penetrating study, is rarely, if ever, on the 
wrong side. 


Marianne T. Sheldon 


For students of occult history, 
one of the most intriguing and 
interesting figures is Elizabeth + 
Bathory. Known for three 
centuries as the "Blood 
Countess of Hungary," she was ; 
accused of murdering hundreds 
of virgins and bathing in their 
blood. In the annals of 
abnormal psychology she is one 
of the few documented cases of 4 
clinical vampirism. 


Just as Milton sought to explain # 
the nature of evil through his 
characterization of Satan in 
Paradise ^ Lost, Codrescu 
attempts to give Elizabeth 445 ; i 
Bathory a human face. Unfortunately, he does not succeed. 


The novel follows the biography of Elizabeth Bathory and of her 
fictitious descendent Drake Bathory-Kereshtur. Intermittently, the 
author switches between the time of Elizabeth in the second half of 
the sixteenth century, and that of her descendent in the last part of 
the twentieth. 


Codrescu commits a sin common to many contemporary authors, 
producing exquisitely fluent prose while blurring the plot and 
sacrificing character development for sensationalism. 


Elementary students of creative writing are taught that they need a 
sympathetic protagonist. The penultimate question is, "for whom do 
we cheer?" Unfortunately in this novel the answer is: "nobody." 


Codrescu tries to present Elizabeth Bathory as a complex woman 
whose sensitivities were destroyed when, as a child of nine, she 
witnessed the rape and murder of her two older sisters by a band of 
peasant revolutionaries. Instead, she comes across as a totally self- 
centered hedonist who pursues pleasure for its own end and the 
satisfaction of her morbid sexual curiosity. All human life, with the 
possible exception of her own, means nothing. Her own, without 
physical beauty, eventually means nothing, either. 


As she ages, Elizabeth becomes fascinated by the adage from 
Deuteronomy, "The Blood is the Life." She believes that by either 
bathing in or at least smearing herself with the blood of virgins she 
can indefinitely preserve her own beauty. 


Her descendent Drake is a naturalized American journalist sent back 
to his native Hungary after its government collapses and one faction 
attempts to restore the ancient monarchy. Ironically, Drake finds 
himself the candidate possessing the most impeccable pedigree, the 
most qualified for succession to the Hungarian throne. 


In the historical segments we are introduced to Elizabeth's husband 
Count Franz Nadasdy; her trusted maid and confidante, Darvulia; 
other servants; and her sometime lover and master of horse, Ficzko. 
With the exception of the Count, the others all become accomplices 
in Elizabeth's crimes. 


In the modern segments Drake encounters would be kingmaker 
Klaus Megyery; Theresa, the daughter of an old lover; and Lilly 
Hangress, a professor who has studied the life of Elizabeth Bathory 
and believes that the Countess is due to be reincarnated in the 
present. Drake's story unfolds as he is confessing to a judge in the 
United States about crimes he committed in Hungary. 


Although the novel starts out well with the intriguing premise that 
both Elizabeth and her twentieth century descendent and counterpart 
were scarred early in life and are the product of crippling blows to 
their individual psyches, one is left disappointed because neither 
character overcomes those setbacks to become a whole person. 


Further weakening the book are gaping historical and chronological 
inaccuracies. Historical account indicate the death of Elizabeth 
Bathory occurred in 1614, yet Codrescu asserts she died one year 
before. Although she was not arrested until the very end of 1610, 
Codrescu mentions early in the book that she was imprisoned for 
"five years" before she died. 


Poetic license should be liberally allowed in historic fiction to 
advance the plot, but not when spouting naked statistics that turn out 
to be grossly in error. Codrescu has one character, a learned scholar, 
commenting that Stephen Bathory -Elizabeth's uncle, Prince of 
Transylvania and King of Poland, who died in 1586 -continued to 
write her in 1610, lamenting her imprisonment (Pg. 109). Codrescu 
also confuses Elizabeth's relationship with Stephen, calling him a 
cousin instead of an uncle. 


Overall, Codrescu does a competent job of breathing life into 
historical figures. He conveniently invents some unique additions, 
such as Ibis, an acrobatic Abyssinian dwarf with a nine-inch tongue, 
who was given to Elizabeth by her husband as a wedding present. 
Unfortunately his contemporary characters are mostly wretched. 


The purpose of literature is to enlighten and entertain the reader. 
The Blood Countess does neither. Moreover, the liberties taken 
with material facts in this novel exceed acceptable literary license. 
Codrescu should know better. "Historical fiction" should be based 
upon historic fact. 


D. Beecher Smith II 


Once Around The Bloch: 


An Unauthorized Autobiography — 
Robert Bloch (1995) Тог - pee 


Nearly everyone knows Robert 
Bloch as the author of Psycho, 
the book which became a movie 
that redefined the horror film in 
Hollywood. What few do know 
however, was just how rich and 
varied Bloch's Ше and career 
was. His work > spanned 
generations and in addition to 
novels he wrote for pulp 
magazines, radio, film, and 
television. An eternal optimist 55 
and a tireless writer, Bloch 
managed to maintain his 
integrity even after bemg pulled 
behind the gleaming facade of ， 
Hollywood. 


Bloch was bom in Chicago in 1917. a period of transition in post- 
war America. and one which Robert recreates with loving detail. 
An early reader. Bloch's precocious intelligence had him skipping 
straight to the fourth grade upon entering school. "The game- 
plaving routines I'd invented for neighborhood kids kept me from 
being a loner.” Bloch recalls. "but the lure of the public library was 
strong: at eight 1 was granted a special dispensation to borrow 
books from the adult section. What I found there - together with my 
parents collections . . . - augmented my classroom curriculum. In a 
remarkably short time I became a full-fledged smartass." 


Bloch was fortunate to have parents who valued education and 
could afford small luxuries like frequent trips to galleries, museums, 
and the theater. Radio plays, stage musicals, and vaudeville were 
common fare. Then came the movies. Silent films - particularly 
comedies - were a wonderful treat, but the world changed the night 
that nine-year-old Bobby Bloch saw Lon Chaney in The Phantom 
of the Opera. 


Bloch recalls this vividly, drawing the reader into the amazed mind 
of that boy in the process. The phantom scared him badly. It also 
made him a lifelong fan of Chaney, and other horror films of that 
era. "My inability to identify with heroes had an obvious source," 
Bloch notes wryly, " - the mirror, which revealed quite clearly that I 
was not destined to enjoy the physical requirements of a leader of 
men or a follower of women. With this in mind, you don't have to 
be a psychology major to figure out why I came increasingly to 
empathize with comics or villains on the screen, or why comedy 
and villainy eventually became dominant motifs in my work. But 
that development was yet to come." 


It was the summer of 1927 when Bloch discovered the infamous 
pulp magazine Weird Tales and the unforgettable work of H. P. 
Lovecraft. . to me personally Weird Tales became a sort of 
nentheelegical Book of Revelation. What it revealed was that 
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fantastic fiction was not necessarily the work cf long-deceased 
authors like Poe, Hawthorne or de Maupassant: its prose and poetry 
were not entombed in pages from the past. Death was alive and 
well and living in Chicago." At 849 North Michigan Avenue, to be 
exact, the location of WT's editorial offices. 


Before long young Bloch made himself known b» writing letters to 
the editor of the magazine. Through Weird Tales Bloch was able to 
correspond with Lovecraft, who kindly critiqued the boy's early 
stories, lent him copies of his own fiction, and encouraged him 
even as editors such as August Derleth were rejecting Bloch's work 
as fast as he could submit it. Finally, in July of 1934. the magazine 
accepted a short story called "The Secret in the Tomb." Ata rate of 
a penny per word, it earned Bloch the princely sum of twenty 
dollars. 


It wasn't much, but it was a start. Soon enough, however, it became 
clear that writing short stories was a good way to starve to death 
slowly. Bloch worked his way through a series of equally brief and 
poorly paying careers writing radio dramas that somehow never 
aired, comic bits for a ventriloquist who skipped town before 
paying for Bloch's work, and a six month stint in the wonderful 
world of Chicago politics as a speech writer and spin doctor for a 
mayoral candidate who, frighteningly enough, actually beat the 
incumbent (although he too failed to pay as promised). 


In the end Bloch found a "real" job writing advertising copy. He 
had married by then, and had a wife and daughter to support; but 
that didn't stop him from writing and selling short fiction, even 
though "on social occasions, admitting that one wrote for the pulps 
was like telling people you were into necrophilia; both led to a 
dead end." By 1953 Bloch was a common guest at fantasy and 
science fiction conventions, recognized and well-respected within 
those circles, but still barely managing to pay the bills. "I had been 
sitting in the pay toilet of advertising for eleven years," Bloch 
writes, " - and I was beginning to see the writing on the wall." A 
fellow writer who'd managed to find work writing television 
screenplays in Hollywood offered to help Bloch get a start there. 
Robert took him up on the offer. 


Writing about his days in Hollywood, Bloch recalls the lasting 
friendships he made with stars like Boris Karloff, Christopher Lee 
and Joan Crawford, as well as how his inexperience earned him 
more than his fair share of financial trouble. You can hear the 
rueful tone in his voice when he recounts how his naivete resulted 
in the sale of the movie rights to Psycho for a mere 59.500. 


An aside concerning that infamous and groundbreaking film: 
Bloch notes that "From time to time people come to me and 
volunteer the information that after seeing Psycho they were unable 
to take a shower. I can only tell them that they're lucky I didn't kill 
off my victim on a toilet seat." 


Bloch wrote for Thriller, Night Gallery, and Star Trek. among other 
shows, and helped to create such amusing horror offerings like 
Asylum and The House That Dripped Blood. Despite his eventual 
Hollywood successes Bloch never disguises the fact that writing 
fiction was and continued to be his first love. When he died in the 
fall of 1994, he had more than fifty books to his credit. 


Although Bloch is at his best when recounting the life lived before 
Tinsel Town success, fans of classic television and film will find 
more than enough in the way of comment and observation 
concerning the latter to keep them happy. The general reader will 
be left with the impression that Robert was a born storyteller with an 
ironic wit and a finely-honed sense of humor. 


Charlene Brusso 


Some consider him a literary 
genius. Others think him wicked. 
There are even those who believe 
him utterly perverse. Whatever the 
opinion of the moment, there is 
little doubt that twenty-nine year 
old Scott Heim, a graduate of the 
University of Kansas' School of 
English and Columbia University's 
prestigious masters program in 
creative writing, stands on the 
brink of national recognition as a 
literary force to be reckoned with. 
Named by The New York Times 
Magazine as one of the thirty 
artists most likely to impact our culture during the next thirty years, 
his controversial first novel, Mysterious Skin (Harpercollins, 1995), 
has met with both acclaim and condemnation for its explicit scrutiny 
of the world of sexual child abuse. 


MYSTERIOUS SKIN 


| SCOTT HEIM 


Heim is also hailed as part of a new generation of gay writers 
carving a niche for themselves within mainstream literary markets. 
As Mysterious Skin shows, today's "gay" writers are creating works 
that comment on the human experience in general, regardless of the 
sexual, ethnic or social make-up of their audiences. 


"Scott's book does have gay content," says Heim's literary agent, 
Louise Quayle, "But the content is universal. It can speak to all of 
us." 


Set in Heim's hometown of Hutchinson, Kansas, Mysterious Skin 
confronts such controversial issues as promiscuity, social alienation 
and sexual exploitation with unrelenting honesty. (No doubt one 
can already hear voices whisper, "He's asking for trouble.") As the 
story opens, two little leaguers, Neil McCormick and Brian Lackey, 
are being sexually molested by their baseball coach. Neil, who at 
the tender age of eight has already been exposed to a pan-erotic 
environment by virtue of the activities of his promiscuous mother, is 
well versed in adult sexuality and, it would seem, cherishes the 
memory of his sexual interaction with Coach. He mimics adult 
sexual practices with such commitment that he quickly confuses sex 
with love. He becomes a hypersexual adult, ready to take on sexual 
experiences as and when they arise. 

Brian, on the other hand, represses the disturbing memories of his 
abuse, attributing his inability to remember the five-hour span of 


time during which the abuse occurred to an alien abduction. He 
becomes obsessed with the idea of extraterrestrial visitations and 
exhibits calculated lack of sexual desire throughout his life, always 
certain that intimacy is better avoided, but never certain as to why. 


As both boys approach adulthood, however, memories safely buried 
begin to float to the surface of consciousness, eager to bask in the 
light of truth. 


Not surprisingly, Heim's fearless novel has caused quite a stir. 
Kirkus Reviews went so far as to say the work was, "As searing and 
unforgettable as an electric shock," adding that, "This is a disturbing 
book in many ways, but a worthwhile one, and even better, and 
exquisitely written one." 


David Wiegand of the San Francisco Chronicle comments that, " 
[the book's] cold-eyed take on childhood reality, coupled with 
Heim's exquisitely styled writing, more than make 'this work' worth 
the effort. Added to all of that, Mysterious Skin has a heartbreaking 
and undeniable message. There can be no 'survivors' of child 
abuse." 


The New York Times' literary critic Christopher Lehmann-Haupt 
explains that, "What Mr. Heim wants to do is inhabit the mysterious 
skin of the anti-heroic and artlessly perverse. He does this less to 
flout convention and more because he seems hungry to explore 
extreme forms of experience." 


Indeed, according to Heim, the true function of literature is to 
introduce the reader to an unexplored side of their own emotions. 
Much as Brian and Neil undergo a cathartic experience in which 
they unlock unseen and unsought aspects of themselves, the reader 
is forced to reevaluate his or her own feelings and prejudices 
regarding sexual abuse and human sexual interaction. 


"I'm really interested in the sexuality of children and the psychology 
of the molester and the molested," Heim explains. "I think the 
primary job of the writer is to be a type of psychologist and really 
examine what makes people tick. It's easy in fiction to make your 
characters less or more than human. When people hear about 
something like child abuse, they tend to consider those involved as 
stock characters - the villain andthe victim. I think there's a lot more 
to it than that. I tried to show the children as more than victims, 
feeling things other than violation." 


Yet, not everyone believes Heim successful in his mission. Stacy 
Kreps, Director of Treatment at the Metropolitan Organization to 
Counter Sexual Assault in Kansas City, considers Heim's novel in 
many ways detrimental to an understanding of the abused and the 
abuser. For too long, she says, victims have been blamed for their 
own victimization. "Society participates in the perpetrator's 
cognitive distortion that sexually abused children have the power of 
choice when faced with an abusing adult," she says. Heim 
vehemently denies any desire to "blame" either Neil or Brian for 
their abuse. "I wanted to show them both as characters who are 
easily accessible to the molester because I think child abusers have a 
keen eye for children who are already outcasts and therefore easily 
preyed upon," he states. 

Those who cannot condone Heims' treatment of his subject matter, 
cannot help but acknowledge the stylistic complexity and eloquence 
of his writing. Heim's interwoven multiple narrative swings 
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ominously between Ше first-person accounts of precocious Neil and 
introverted Brian. We see the world through their eyes and 
discover past secrets as they do. 


“The multiple narrative allowed me to take my own experiences 
and fracture them through the characters. When I look back at my 
childhood from a distance, it sometimes seems like it was lived by 
two people. or three. It was fun to use certain aspects of myself 
that seemed more like Neil, and some that seemed more like Brian," 
Heim explains candidly. 


But he is quick to refute claims that the novel is autobiographical in 
a literal sense. "I think if you're not writing from your experience," 
he says. "you should at least write from your emotion, otherwise it 
doesn't ring true.” And indeed, Heim's emotion, rather than his 
experience, is strongly invested in the novel - his feelings of 
alienation as a young man living in small town Kansas, coming to 
terms with his own sexuality within a society where homosexuality 
was rarely spoken of and almost always frowned upon. 


"There were only twenty-five people in my graduating class and 
no-one was gay or lesbian. So I hung out with my punk rocker 
friends. That was my rebellion. because | couldn't rebel with my 
sexuality. | was completely alone.” 


As if to make his point. Heim describes how "someone | know went 
in to one bookstore in Hutchinson that sells literary fiction and 
asked for my novel. The store keeper apparently told him, “this is a 
very New York book. | don't know whether you'll like it, it’s not 
really geared toward people around here.” 


Avoiding annoyance at the recollection, he adds, "When I hear that, 
| consider it a compliment. I would rather have someone read this 
book and feel upset or angry than read it and feel no emotion at 
ай." 


Lauren Marsh publish аз J. Adams 


Transformer: 
The Lou Reed Story 


Victor Brockis (1994) Simon & Schuster 


So ok. I just put 7ransformer down. Finished. And the more I 
think about it, the less I know what I think about it. It's good. But 
it sucks, too. 


Lou Reed is one of the great loonies of our time. And well worthy 
of being examined by somebody in a good biography. 


Whether or not Victor Bockris is the right man for the job, I can’ 
tell. My guess is that he's too fucking close to his material. But 
that's only a guess. I mean, the book is really well written, tells the 
ston in an engaging style, covers all sorts of neato details that Lou 
Reed or even Velvet Underground) fans will find fascinating but . . 

Anh shit! [ can't put my goddamned finger on it but something's 
wring with this thing. 
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Maybe V.B. put too much shit in there. Maybe that's it. 


Wave after wave of the bizarro minutia which delineates Lou Reed's 
life washes over you without really ever getting on you. None of 
this crap permeates your hair and clothes. None of it gives you the 
kind of dirty frisson that would normally have vou running to take a 
hot shower with lotsa soap. 


Yeah, maybe that's it. 


If two-thirds of this weirdness had been chucked and the remaining 
one-third expanded upon then maybe it would have given me the 
proper case of the creeps which I feel like I've been deprived of. 


In case you didn't know, boys and girls, Lou Reed is a fucking 
strange cocksucker. And I mean that in each and every possible way 
you care to imagine. 


But what else would you expect out of somebody who was set up in 
his first big time venue by no less a world class jack-off than Andy 
Warhol? You like queer? We got queer. 


Meth. AIDS. Transvestites. Love triangles among the genderly 
deprived. New York City. Big time rock and roll biz. Ugly people 
living ugly lives. Wads of money for doing horrible things that 
oughtta get you put in jail. Heroin. Feedback music capable of 
causing migraines that instead causes people to beg and simper for 
more. Lust and denial. And on and on апі... 


Oh yeah, we got lotsa bizarre in this sonofabitch. 
Gobs of it. 


And yet, somehow, Bockris has succeeded in making it all come 
across like the recounting of the lives of your next door neighbors. 
Assuming your next door neighbors aren't vampires. 


Which might be the problem. Maybe the damn vampires got ahold 
of it first and sucked all the blood out of it. 


Shit the likes of which ТРАМЗЕОЕМ 


would be sufficient for a THE LOU REED STORY 
doctoral thesis (in any 
discipline) just whizzes by 
like streetlights along the 
interstate. "There goes 
another опе." Ho hum. 
This fucker is like Chinese 
food. When you're done, 
you want more. It doesn't 
satisfy, somehow. 


l'd just love to see the 
motherfucking NOTES for 
this thing. Hopefully, 
Bockris has stashed them 
away somewhere. I'm well 
aware it would probably 
take half a year to wade 
through all that nonsense, 
but I bet it'd be worth it. 


VICTOR BOCKRIS 


TE 
жаға 


Methinks V.B. bit off a subject that was too big, realized it about 
half way through, and then just sorta scraped off enough of it to get 
it to fit in the handy take-home size it comes in. 


Which is a shame. 
‘Cause Lou Reed is an endlessly fascinating person. 


True, this tome gives you a wealth of details and arcana that you're 
probably not going to get anywhere else. And that's very good. But 
it's been bleached out. All the poop has been neatly boxed and 
packaged instead of just left alone, smeared all over the place. 
Reeking. 


I wanna know more about bonebreakers. I want better detailing of 
the grimy locales in which lots of the action takes place. I wanna 
see the faces on the host of wannabe's and nevershoulddabeen's who 
swirl around Lou. All of these hideous things were feeding off Lou 
and one another and doing God knows what else and all are 
deserving of a much closer look than they are given. 


Victor, this is a nice effort. No doubt. But might I suggest using 
Transformer as an OUTLINE for the multi-volume set that can 
easily be mined from a life like Lou's. As it stands, you just haven't 
given us enough. We want more. Selfish bastards that we are. And 
we ain't gonna be happy until we get it. 


James MacLaren 


The Two-Bear Mambo 


Joe R. Lansdale (Mysterious Press) 1995 


If you haven't met east Texas boys, Hap Collins and Leonard Pine, 
two of the most unusual private investigators in the annals of crime 
fiction, you should. What makes them so unusual? Glad you asked. 
For one thing they're not licensed. And they don't really like to 
work. In fact, they're unemployed . Which means cases usually 
drop smack dab in their lap when they're least expecting them to. 
Secondly, they're best friends. Usually this wouldn't be a problem 
but Hap is white you see and Leonard is black and gay. And if 
you're rooting around searching for Hap's girlfriend (also black) in a 
town that makes Biloxi, Mississippi look like a bastion of 
liberalism, this could get you into a little trouble. The boys know it 
but hope to get by on their wit and charm nevertheless. Problem is 
is that this burg is also Klan stronghold and, as we all know, 
Klansmen don't give a rat's ass about them things. Lansdale is a 
born yarnspinner; he allows his tale to unfold at a leisurely pace, 
allowing his protagonists to swap hilarious insults and homespun 
wisdom amongst themselves and a whole heap of amusing 
subsidiary characters whilst fumbling toward the denouement. Like 
this riposte from Leonard to Hap after the latter had the temerity to 
imply that the duo were losers: "You think to be important you got 
to be some kind of Wall Street stockbroker or Nobel Prize winner. 
Listen here. You're a good man and my friend, and we're true as we 
know how to be to what we think is right. I don't know what else 
there is that matters. АП that other shit is just cake decoration." 
Words to live by. 


EC 


| Killing For Culture 


David Kerekes & David Slater (1994) Creation Books | 


The abominable, Ше murderers, the whoremongers, the sorcerers, 
the idolaters and the liars; this is a look at their "culture." Enter at 
your own risk. And abandon all hope. Subtitled "An Illustrated 
History of Death Film From Mondo To Snuff," Kerekes and Slater's 
book, intended as a study of "the пие да: of ee " 15 more a 
guide to depravity on celluloid than езх ^ 

a penetrating analysis of western 
cultures preoccupation with $ 
mortality. Using the infamous & 
feature Snuff and its advertising 
campaign as a launching point, the Ж 
authors take us on a harrowing tour SR 
of a cinematic netherworld in 
which death, mayhem and graphic 
violence are the featured courses. 
Divided into three sections - |“ 
Feature Film, Mondo Film, Death | 
Film - with graphic, detailed $ 
descriptions of many of the more % 
infamous pictures' most nauseating Ў 
segments, Killing, it almost goes Garver an = d 
without saying, is not for the faint of hear Nor for even the most 
ardent connoisseur of cinematic detritus. Still the tome is not without 
its appalling charms. And the grainy photos, badly reproduced 
posters, and hurried often cumbersome prose, give the work, like so 
many of the films discussed, a verite feel. 


ще Rape Of The American Constitution 
Chuck Shiver (1995) Loompanics 


n d 


Liberally coating every page with vitriol, author Chuck Shiver offers 
for our discomfort and dissatisfaction, a jeremiad over the violation 
of that great experiment in democracy, the Constitution of our 
beloved United States. Making sure to properly ground the reader, 


Shiver devotes part one of his work to the historical and political 
forces that shaped the document then proceeds to document the 
more notable executive blunders, legislative solecisms and judicial 
liberties that have worked to make Madison and company's legacy 


THE RAPE OF 


litle more than a worthless piece of 
paper. Along the way, those of a 
a decidedly leftist bent we'll Бе 
У surprised to learn that the people more 
than likely do have the right to bear 
4 arms, Кое v Wade was erroneously 
decided and that the right to privacy 
exists nowhere in the original 
Constitution nor in the Bill Of Rights. 
Reactionaries will be dismayed to 
discover that flag burning is protected 
4 speech, the 16th Amendment (income 
> tax) violates the Constitutional 
ў provision prohibiting Ше government 
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from levying direct taxes, and refusing to make drugs legal is doing 
the country about as much good as the 18th Amendment (banning 
alcohol) did. The rest of us, muddling around somewhere in the 
middle ground. are left to wonder how long until the new world 
order removes what's left of our personal freedoms. 


Ра 522 
‚ Get in the Van: O 
Henry Rollins (199. 
2.13.61/Time Warner: 


Rollins catches a lot of shit from the hipsters nowadays, but face it, 
these are the same sort of creeps who think Perry Farrell's an 
auteur. Fuck ет in the eye if they can't spot talent. Of course, 
Rollins has always been crapped upon. It's part of his charm. Get 
in the Van reveals that, even in the halcyon days of the mighty 
Black Flag, Rollins was regularly getting screamed at, spat upon, 
punched, kicked, and burned. It didn't matter. It only made him 
sing louder. 


Get in the Van consists mainly of Rollins reading excerpts from his 
journals. Given the war zone that was a typical Black Flag show, 
these bits serve as dispatches from the rock ‘n roll front. If you get 
this (and you really should) youll bear stories ranging from the 
ridiculous (Rollins and Black Flag roadie Mugger ripping off a 
salad bar іп ГА). to the wild (Chelsea lead singer Gene October 
taking a dislike to Rollins in the back room of a dreary London club 
in a novel manner) to the surreal (German rowdies tearing apart a 
dog during a perennial Black Flag riot). At two-and-a-half hours, 
there's a lot of bang for your buck. 


Rollins, as is his habit, has a telling eye for detail and a consistently 
engaging delivery. At their best, his spoken-word pieces remind me 
of a Spalding Grey monologue with balls. (At their worst, they tend 
to get embarrassingly poetic in a sub-Jim Morrison kind of way. 
But that's okay; there's always the fast-forward button.) 
Unfortunately, there's little talk here of the musical processes that 
transformed Black Flag from a great punk band (First Four Years, 
Damaged) to a great punk/metal hybrid (My War, Slip It In) and 
then to a great prog-punk outfit (the much underrated Jn My Head). 
Ah, well, guess we'll have to wait for Greg Ginn's memoirs. 


Doug Basset 


Tooth Imprint 
Mark Leyner (1994) 


Mark Leyner would be a great guy to invite to a 
dinner party; he makes fun of his own neurotic pretensions; his 
anecdotes are generally short, sweet, and to the point; and his irony 
is self-deprecating and just hostile enough to skirt the saccharine. 


Here's the deal: 


Tooth Imprints is a collection of humorous essays and a short play. 
The essays are mocking, frivolous takes on the triviality and 
silliness of everyday life; the kind which makes urban, intellectual 
conversation so stimulating. If you've ever had a really hot 
discussion on the difficulties of finding vacuum cleaner bags which 
Зеусљед into a debate on the contrasting aesthetic and pragmatic 


values of various appliances, then reading something like "Just 
happy to see you, Chula," will provide a delightful frisson. The way 
clever discursive writing always does: by telling us what we feel to 
be true, by transforming our musings into art. Or at least something 
passably interesting. 


Leyner recounts the rigors involved in attempting to recall three 
foods with military ranks as trademarks while shopping for nursing 
brassieres in such a way it all seems perfectly natural. He walks you 
out on the plank of preposterousness so adeptly, and so swiftly, you 
don't notice how shaky the footing until reaching the end of the 
paragraph. 


On the other hand, the play, "Young Bergdorf Goodman Brown," a 
disquisition of the joys of great service in the great department 
stores of the future, features the kind of running gags and 
profundities that were obviously written while the author was 
stoned. And, like many raconteurs in this state, Leyner is so eager 
to impress us with his erudition that he gets his facts wrong and 
becomes annoying: 


I am violating a solemn blood oath that i made at the 

age of eight. One night, several friends and I hiked 

to the hold hydroelectric plant on the outskirts of town; 

we cut our fingers and pledged never to use any word 
associated with French deconstructionism, including 
'limning," 'endo-colinization,' and 'simulacrum.' Sorry boys. 


These stabs at epater le bourgeoise get Leyner into trouble. They do 
nothing but deflate the giddy verbal balloons he attempts to launch. 
Still this is the only piece that doesn't work and even it has it's 
moments. Besides, it's hard to dislike a man who describes himself 
as a "Cream soda swilling, crotch scratching, irascible, coughing-up- 
indigestible-bits-of-grizzle from meta on a stick . . ." kind of guy, 
with a wife who is "just as likely . . . to say, out of the blue, 
something like 'bio-luminescent acne' as [he] would be." 


Lots of Brutarian readers may feel compelled to say that Tooth 
Imprints is pretty mild, too middle class, not at all avant garde. 
Then they will sneak it into the bathroom and read it in secret. But 
it will not be a secret for very long after they fall off the toilet from 
laughing so hard they end up cracking their head on the edge of the 
bathtub. 


Connie Lingus 
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огу 
ар failed to find the Pope's column in 
their mailbox and because yours truly owed the 
publisher a few favors - mostly monetary in nature 
- I was called on, in no uncertain terms, to replace 
His Holiness. Great. Like Гуе got nothing better to 
do with my time than read cut and paste jobs put 


together in somebody's basement. Know what I'm 
saying? I think most underground publications stink on 
"ow wouldn't know it from reading Factsheet Five; but 
inc it from me, you're not missing much in the world of the 


J 


alternative press. Still, I haven't been shanghaied into writing 

this column merely to tell you everything sucks. My assignment 
was to wade through the pile of detritus stacked next to the 
wastebasket in the attic of Brutarian headquarters and find what, if 
anything, was worth reading. А task tantamount to cleaning Ше 
Augean Stables. Still, despite the permanent brain damage I may have 
suffered in the undertaking, I managed to unearth a few things I think 


you may dig. And hey, if I'm off base, sue пе... 


hilarious pop culture rant zine, and high-tailed it to 
Hollywood to make his fortune with Larry Flynt's 
Hustler I mourned. Where was I going to go to get 
my fix of literate punk humor? I'd already read all the 
Bukowski books. Several times. Ben Is Dead is a 
fine magazine but like Brutarian, I find it too damn 
snide at times. Ahh, there was much lamentation in 
the House of Dick. Until one of the members of Nine 
Pound Hammer thrust upon me Jesus, Jism & 
Spaghetti. And verily I saw that this twenty page 
digest-sized publication was good as it possessed 
more laughs per page than anything outside of a 
missive from the Right Reverend Bob Dobbs. Let me 
tell you why. First off, the boys have a helluva 
graphic artist; he's a master collagist and knows just 
where to put the relevant (and sometimes irrelevant) 
comic or illustration. Then you've got dead-on clever 
live rock review satires which read so much like the 
real thing I've been told that JJ&S' PO box has been 
innundated with requests for these imaginary bands' 
tour schedules!!! Doesn't surprise me any. And 
finally. vou have your small features, precious gems 
of saure - "Jesus: What Happened?" "Serial Killers 
70 


total package. (Send $1.50 to Box 121496, Nashville, 
TN 37212)... For those of you who can't get enough 
of experimental Japanese music (we're forbidden to 
call it noise) you now have Ongaku Otaku - The 
Magazine of Japanese Independent Music. 
Published irregularly, this eighty-six page mags 
covers all the bases and throws in a few critiques of 
some of the odder recent feature films from Japan to 
boot. Best of all are the cd reviews which 
painstakingly, and sometimes elegantly, describe the 
almost indescribable. ($3.50 to Automatism Press, 
Вох 170277, San Francisco, CA 94117-0277) . . . It's 
a bird. No, it's a plane. No wait, it's a hog. Yes, 
Gilbert Shelton's prodigious porcine power pig is 
back. Rip Off Press is reissuing the classic and not-so 
classic stories in its new Hog Of Steel line. Right, 
we're talking comics here. As in funny. With a 
capital funny. If you liked The Fabulous Furry Freak 
Brothers, you'll love this series. Available at better 
comic book stores everywhere . Not too many 
people read this magazine but I'd be willing to give 
you odds that those who do have seen most, if not all, 
the exploitation flicks worth watching. Ah, but what 


about those made in civilized but non-English 
speaking countries? Yes, they make trash in Spain, 
Italy and France too. Good trash. Sometimes great 
trash. Is there a guidebook for this nonsense? 
Thought you'd never ask. Of course there is: Craig 
Ledbetters European Trash Cinema. Јаттей 
packed with interviews, reviews, overviews and rare 
pics, ETC is a wonder, stuffed with the work of some 
of the cinematic-underbelly's best writers. ($20 for 
the quarterly, Box 5367, Kingwood, TX 77325) . . 
Been feeling small, mean and disenfranchised lately? 
Then hook up with the alienated folks at Caution. 
For as little as $8.95, they'll send you a sixty minute 
cassette of electro-beat anomie with an accompanying 
fifty-two page illustrated lyric book. Can't say it's my 
cup of bile but it's an impressive bit of bilge 
nonetheless (POB 1905, Stuyvesant Station, NY, NY 
10009)... The Aussies at Betty Paginated dig 
wrestling but it's obvious they wouldn't dream of 
watching the sport of kings unless completely trashed. 
Me too. However, the rest of these guys' time - i. e. 
the interludes of sobriety - is devoted to trash film, 
trashy women and trashe musique (that's French 
there). Words fail me in attempting to describe the 
zine's magnificence. If the pages were slicker I would 
rub them over myself while masturbating. Three 
simolians to Dann Lennard, Box 63, Lyrup, SA, 5343, 
Australia. You won't regret it; the pictures of the 
nekkid babes alone are worth the price . . Just in time 
for Christmas, it's The New Rolling Stone 
Encyclopedia Of Rock & Roll. Three years in the 
making, over one thousand pages with eighteen- 
hundred entries, complete discographies hundreds of 
black and white pictures and surprisingly little chaff, 
this is an essential work for anyone with even a 
passing interest in pop culture. Yes, the cutting edge 
is given short shrift at times - The Partridge Family 
and The Cowsills at the expense of Foetus, The 
Swans or The Choclate Watchband? - but hell a 
reference work which includes Lefty Frizzell, 
Revolting Cocks, Ornette Coleman, King Sunny Ade 
and Mississippi Fred McDowell can hardly be 
accused of shirking its responsibility can it? 
Especially when its this literate and effortlessly 
written. The perfect accoutrement for settling and 
starting contretemps at those all night beer-drinking 
and bowling sessions. (Simon & Schuster/Fireside) . . 
Editors Eric Weisbard & Craig Marks take a different 
tact with their Spin Alternative Record Guide. 
Uninterested in compiling an encyclopedia, the boys 


have slapped together something more akin to a 
cynical touchstone, a humorous breviary of the artists 
and bands who "chaff at boundaries," who exist or 
existed at the "social margins" making the "avant- 
garde," "anti-commercial music of bohemia." For 
instance? Well like Cyndi Lauper and the Go-Gos for 
instance. The later are important for making the 
record "that broke out of the late-'70s hardcore scee to 
define the California mystique of the Square Pegs 
era." Un-huh. Okay including the Fugs I understand 
but where's Frank Zappa? His own record company 
said he had no commercial potential. Yoko Ono 
pushed boundaries and John Lennon didn't? Can you 
think of anyone more bohemian than Bob Dylan? 
Right, it's Liz Phair, no question. Hey, I more than 
implied there was a tongue-in-cheek feel to the whole 
thing didn't 1? And Weisbard & Marks admit they 
wrote the guide to have fun and "piss people off." So 
don't complain. Just jump in and marvel at the 
elegance of the prose, the off hand erudition, the 
caustic wit. Spin Guide may not be the last word on 
the subject but it is a useful corrective to most of the 
the banal pontificating passing itself off as rock 
criticism these days 400 entries, 250 color 
photgraphs of album covers and a simple, tasteful 
layout. A bargain at twenty dollars. (Vintage) 


дот зает! (ds) steve jeffries (sj) ж 
ж craig regala (cr) dirk fubar (df) phil 


AIR LIQUIDE 
RED 


А few years ago Pau! McCartney and Youth made tus groovy 
rave record under ће monker Freman & did ahat s was 
supposed to do - get you up, languadly moving and not finkang too 
much - and for that ће ex-Bealle was savaged from coast to coast 
Now | know why. Paul doesnt know dooky about ће genre Red 
is the goods a trance dance record heavy on the heaviosity side 
with прру effects. beats entschieden and a few Angelo 
Badalament-wigging-out-in-the-gloaming entractes thrown in for 
those Бафу needed rest periods. Truly a monumental work in a 
much discredited school. If they ever put this stuff on the radio 
there'll be groovin’ in the streets. And peace in the valley. (Smile, 
1680 n. vine street, Suite 1205, Hollywood, CA 90028) ds 


ANGEL 'IN HEAVY SYRUP 

И 

Soft Machine used to do this. Utilize Roman numerals as titles for 
ther albums. Until they got to number three. Or was that Chicago? 
Whether it was either holds no interest for me. Nor should it for any 
nght thinking person, but verily | say unto you, this jazzy 
psychedelia has my mind moving in many directions. None of 
them leading anywhere. As with this. It floats and doesn't ask you 
to do much except drift and free associate ... Can, Amon Duul, 
Aorta, Davey Allen and The Arrows. My penis undulating in a 
flower bed of manly secondary growth. Petals on a wet white 
bough. Why don't girls like me? ... Gently chiming guitars 
interrupted by fuzzed out trippyness. Ethereal Occidental voices. 

A vague bottom. Occasional high pressure with patches of fog. 
The familiar and the new. Never bringing us down to earth. Or 
pushing us too high. And that's nice. Oh so nice. Oh so very god 
damn nice. (Chamel Music) ds 
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nutman (pn) doug bassett (db) 
ernie santilli (es) a. furey (af) 


ANTIMONY 

РАМИ ITCH 

Let's see: metallic, very metallic ambience. Now, listening more 
closely | hear harshly plucked bass; drums mixed underneath 
everything; guitars spewing fitful minor key annoyances when not 
imitating a bass; vocals a dim light in a somber setting of inchoate, 
barely realized melodies. Sounds like a Dischord band. Surprise, 
surprise: lan MacKaye mixed it, Jawbox's J. Robbins produced it, 
and 3/4 of the combo comes from the remainders of Circus Lupus. 
Translation? Smart kids with chops making furiously enthralling, 
snarling, incontinent squall. They spell that punk in the District of 
Columbia. Maybe that's why | live in Virginia. (Double Deuce, Box 
515, NY NY 10159-0515) ds 


APEMEN 


SURFUIVAL OF DE ONBESCHOFISTE 

A very clever Ше that says it all, doesn't it? As does the press kit 
wherein we find our boys trumpeting their greatness at the expense 
of demiurge Dick Dale. Sounds like these Belgians doth brageth 
too much. Still, this surf punk instro collection is pretty damn hot. It 
also has a nice sepulchral echo with drums crashing and high 
hatting like a wino in a holding tank. A farfisa is added on many 
cuts for that demented Carnival of Souls feel. A number of the 
tracks are less hodaddy hoe-downs than crazy takes on the 
garage-rock-lounge-at-the-end-of-town sound which is fine with me 
cause | get awfully tired of crashing waves on the beach. its 
monotonous after awhile no matter how much it inspires thoughts 
of the hereafter and man's insignificance in the greater scheme of 
things. Not my insignificance, just man's in general. (Nitro, 
Tervuursesteenweg 1h, 1820 Perk, Belgium) ds 


HANK BALLARD AND THE MIDNIGHTERS 

SED WAYS 

The anti-Prince. Or whatever the fuck that anemic mulatto dwarf 
calls himself these days. Ballard however, is a full-throated, 
masculine negro with impeccably greasy conk who backs himself 
with a full bore, heavy-duty R&B combo. Hot and sweaty as a 
Carolina fishfry on a ninety degree night. More punch than a bottle 
of T-bird. Funkier than Don Спате with a big, bad Что. But Hank 
always made sure the white fold could rock to it too. Doubtless, 
untold numbers of Myrtle Beach shagers guided their parent's 
brand new Catalinas into trees to the sounds of Hank's "Lets go, 
Lets go, Lets go" after a few too many in the summer of 1960. A 
year later, Ballard wrote and invented the twist only to see the 
sensation stolen by the irritating Chubby Checker. While that might 
not make him a God in most eyes, everything else Hank did 
certainly gives him the office to sit at the right hand of the Father. 
Or Elvis. (Rhino) 


BANCO DE GAIA 

LAST TRAIN TO LHASA 

T. Marks, the guiding light and sole member of Banco de Gaia has 
released an audacious two disc set designed, it appears, solely for 
gay Tibetans. While our sources report that Tibet's two remaining 
discos - Le Kat Man Dude and Him All Lay You - were recently 
closed by the humorless and imperialistic Chinese, Marks, 
undaunted, has informed his publicists he plans to canvass Nepal 
playing his exotic disco and Occidental ambience to whomever will 
listen. When told that Nepal was a different country than Tibet, the 
plucky Marks, responded, “Tell that to the poor Tibetans. | don't 
think they'd be too amused." (Mammoth) ds 


BIG AUDIO DYNAMITE 

F PUM 

An improvement over the last few albums released under various 
BAD monikers, F-Punk, a play on P-Funk, still disappoints. The 
overall sound continues the British stew of pop, hip-hop, funk and 
punk that bandleader Mick Jones has mixed for a decade, though 
Mick plays more guitar than he has in years. Stil, for a guy who 
began as рипКз answer to Keith Richards, his chords sound pretty 
feeble. The opening riff of "Psycho Wing” suggests any of several 
great Clash rockers but lacks essential aggression. The sound 
effects are less cluttered than previously, but serve as camouflage 
for a lack of musical ideas. When they're not downright maudlin, 
Jones' lyrical ideas are overcome by the neverending pursuit of 
cute rhymes. The lead track, "| Turned Out A Punk," should have 
been anthemic; instead, it's merely precious. Worse still are Jones’ 
vocals, which have been reduced to mumbling. (Radio Active) df 


BIG AUDIO DYNAMITE 

PLANET BAD GREATEST 75 

First off Dirk, "| Turned Out A Punk" is probably the best thing on 
this damage control release. It ain't precious, it's regretful like. 

Like the way Mick felt about leaving The Clash. You know he didn't 
want to break with Joe. That's why Micky-boy let Strummer 
produce the second release. And anyway, the whole BAD concept 
was akin to a cartoonish pop slap in the face of The Only Band 
That Mattered campaign. Kind of a "Lost in the Supermarket” 


GWINGING sinere? 


STEVE JEFFRIES & DOM SALEMI 


THE MORNING SHAKES - / MANSA GET HICH/BLINO DRUNK £ DEVIOUS 
MEANS. We already own Black Flags Nervous Breakdown. Which 
is why we made a photocopy of that ep's cover, shoved this thing 
inside, and sold it to the goateed, long-haired, flannel-wearing 
clerk at our local vinyl store for twenty-five bucks. 


SPORTSGUITAR - IN COMB. Frothy Swiss neurasthenia. А 
skittery nude plunge into a frozen alpine pool. A sexy slalom 
through the pert bouncy-bouncy Swiss Miss maiden's luftballoons. 
In other words, this got us so horny we had a hard time paying 
attention. 


SORYA/CHAINSAW KITTENS ЕР. Sorya reminds Dom of the eight-year 
old girl he was talking to the other night on the Internet who didn't 
believe or understand why hair would eventually grow on her 
pussy. This is what Dom imagines she would have sounded like if 
his collect call had been accepted. 


THE TIKI MEN - THE GOOD LIFE: Masculine surf bravura. If these 
guys wore powder blue tuxes they could play at my Bar Mitzvah. 
Unfortunately, l'm not Jewish. If | was, maybe | wouldn't be 
encumbered with this embarrassingly huge, unwieldy foreskin. It's 
stuck in my zipper right now. Does that turn you on? 


FAMOUS MONSTERS ЕР. "Instrumental" means shut the fuck up you 
dorks! Next time sit on a dildo if you're going to ruin ghoulish 
Acker-billy with moans and shouts of ersatz lubriciousness. Must 


be very young. Or Japanese. Same difference. wes 
2 oec Yi. st M 5 as: 


SWINGING SINGLES continued... 


FRIENDS OF DEAN MARTIN - CON 10 MAJOR DEL MOMENTO. Manages 
the almost incomprehensible feat of sounding as cool as the 
concept of Deano. The instrowerk Matt Helm would place on his 
turntable when going for a gullible Jane. Morricone crossed with 
Martin Denny by way! of New Mexico. Fabuloso con carne. 


(А DONNAS - рр ауа If youre wondering how 
we select the dozen or so 45s and eps to crilique from ће 
hundreds stuffed in our mailbox wonder no more. You need a 
boss cover to make ће cut. Unfortunately, arresting artwork is no 
guarantee of musical quality. Luckily for us, La Donnas snarling, 
manly punk is just as good as the lascivious 50s-styled erotica 
adorning their single. The b-side is heavier and as with most 
things that makes it better. 


MARCELLUS HALL ЕР. Bong-fueled, fuzzy acoustic reveries of the 
quotidian. The poetic and the pedestrian banging heads. Except 
there's only one guy making all the soft noise. Impressive 
nonetheless. 


68 COME BACK - HIGH SCHOOL CONFIDENTIAL/BOPPIN" HIGH SCHOOL 
BABY. A deuce of slop-bucket Jerry Lee covers packed in a sleeve 
sporting a cameo of Mamie Van Doren with some, uh, dudes. 
Dom wanted me to remind you all that he wrote a definitive history 
of Mamie's career for FilmFax magazine about ten years ago. 
Seems like nobody remembers it. Never read it myself, but | sure 
did look at them pitchers. Haw! 

NEW PROVIDENCE - OLD FRIENDS/TAMK JOP. We knew this record 
would be a piece of shit. But they kept sending us copies faster 
than we could throw them away so we finally listened to it. Dom 
thought it sounded like Flock of Seagulls. Steve was enraged 
because he wasted ten seconds of his life listening to it while he 
could have been masturbating. e-e- 


throw down. Jones’ way of saying, "| was never lost at all you 
bloody fool!” Which he wasn't. Strummer's a different story. So 
here we have it. Fifteen hip hop rock cuts. Several of them 
classics i.e. "The Bottom Line," "Стоп Every Beatbox," "Looking 
For A Song." The rest highly listenable. Jumpy rhythms, infectious 
melodies, looped noises and dialogue with Mick's little boy lost 
voice riding gently on top. Most of the time it works, and because 
this is a best of, it works almost always. (Columbia) ds 


THE BLAZERS 

LAST SDE SUUM 

In a perfect world, every city has a bar band like the Blazers. They 
play basic American, guitar-oriented roots rock with a dash of Latin 
flavoring. While they don't get high marks for originality, they 
combine the best aspects of NRBQ and their fellow East Los 
Angelenos, Los Lobos, whose Cesar Rosas produced the disc. 
Despite some uninteresting vocals and a few weak tracks, East 
Side Soul is consistently engaging. (Rounder) df 


BLOODHOUND GANG 

OSE ХА ЖЕР 

Half-witted, white trash, crotch goblins. You know Long Island 
homeboys taking a break from softball, guzzling Mickey's Big 
Mouth, arguing the merits of the Mets as opposed to the Yanks, 
and chasing hair bear fashion casualties, to satirize the black funk, 
rap, metal and cretinous Americana they at once love and disdain. 
Imagine Dice Clay getting down with The Beastie Boys. Only 
without the misogyny (their penises are "ву bitsy teeny weenie 
shrunken small white peenie[s]"). "Legends in their spare time,” 
indeed. Let's hope they make it. Cause this shit swings (rocks like 
a motherfucker in the case of the Gang's take on Kim Wilde's "Kids 
In America, “Coo Coo Ca Choo" and "K.1.D.S. Incorporated") and 
the word play (the Cure is described as "Kabuki theater, 
Mummenshontz [sic] fruit nuggets") works both as vulgar comedy 
and penetrating criticism of pop culture detritus i.e. MTV 
transcendent touchstones. Sounds like off-hand genius to me. But 
I've been drinking Schlitz all nite. | tend to do that when I'm having 
fun. (Columbia) ds 


BRUTAL JUICE 

MUTILATION MAKES IDENTIFICATION DIFFICULT 

Totally pro, big label excursion from a band with some sort of 
rootage in boom-grind-rock-punk. | don't hear much of that 
particular splatty compulsion, but | do perceive actual rock'n'roll 
hoopla. Considering their locale - Dallas - it's no surprise there is a 
good percentage of fast psychedelic rock jamming thru particular 
open spaces. Having the 13th Floor Elevators/Scratch 
Acid/Butthole Surfers/Dicks/Kings X/Ed Hall as antecedents and 
role models puts this crew in a royal lineage where they can ram 
their metallic headbanger impulses fruitfully. Brutal Juice reak no 
new ground but probably fry the artificial genre boundaries mar-k- 
teers and local scenesters thrive on. 

What makes it fly is the hot-shit guitarist riding a free-wheeling 
meat-and-potatoes (very good potatoes) rhythm team who pin 
down some very catchy ditties. Thusly ennobled, the singer can 
tear ass all over and drop his phrasing in just the right places, to 
give much hook impact oomph to the proceedings. Jesus, Joseph, 


ten Jesuits and a peacock! This is what you throw into your huge, 
all day rock fest to keep things moving. The traditionalists would 
like the clean power presentation of actual tunes, those who 
demand counter-cultural topics and trappings would find ет and 
the spitn pit crew could do the moshed potatoes to all but a coupla 
tunes (one of which is twenty minutes long and a perfectly 
acceptable hybrid of Jane's Addiction's useful lad-de-da moments, 
progressive folk texture and dynamic, volume shifts, and ten 
minutes of almost inaudible hum. Sure, it's not as good as 
VoiVod's seventeen minutes "Jack Luminous” or Mountains’ 
nineteen minute"Story Monday," but hey, what is? (Columbia) er 


BUNNY BRAINS 

JUMP BRAINS 

You Shag fans have a new combo to feel superior about: The 
Bunny Brains. Yes you've got all manner of meandering guitar 
noise, atonality, tenuous structure going all fall down and putting 
itself back together again, and nonsense and more nonsense 
(although there is this long hebephrenic Sinatra parody and a 
childish folk rant). | want to tell you that this rock dissonant 
imbecility is the bee's knees but | can't. I'm still too much in love 
with Buckly (Lord), Brown (James) and Beefheart (He's my Captain. 
He's my Captain.) Those peoples had the uptight, unhip and 
unenlightened - read the dull educated masses - stayin’ off their 
case by making their eccentricity appear to be the insensate 
ravings of psychotic cretins With the Bunny Brains I'm not so sure. 
These guys sound really really stupid. Nevertheless, | find myself 
returning again and again to this creepy monkey music. And 
laughing my ass off. (Matador) ds 


DON CABALLERO 
2 
But | already own ail the King Crimson records. (Touch & Go) ds 


CATHEDRAL 

THE CARNIVAL BIZARRE 

All these northwest American bands citing Black Sabbath as their 
primary influence yet quel irony it takes a British band honest 
enough to show them all the way. Yes, ladies and gentlemen | 
have seen the future of heavy metal and it has no future. Butit 
does have a combo effectively mining its past: Cathedral. Taking 
Black Sabbath's dirge groove and speeding it up and sometimes 
distorting it slightly for the fin de siecle cynical Generation X For old 
farts like you and me, you've got dire subject matter - one song's 
about Witchfinder General Matthew Hopkins - ridiculous but lovably 
kitschy riffs, malevolent melodies, undemanding song structures, 
guitar solos going off on wild upper register tangents and cock 
stroking vocals. In fact, grand poobah of the perverse, Tony 
lommi, makes an appearance on "Sun Blaster." And who can 
blame him, the stuff on this Carnival is as good as anything on 
Master Of Reality. (Earache) ds 


CHAOS OF THE NIGHT 

ЖАҒА 

Two nights have gone by. Two bottles of Jack. And nothing. Fifty- 
six minutes played over and over. | am quite familiar with Metal 
Machine Music. \tis softer than this. There are three tracks. The 


SWINGING SINGLES continued... 


MACH KUNG FU - JHE SPIDERIAMCH KUNE AU. Felchers disguised as 
Japanese garage sissys, er senseis. How clever. How 
uninvolving. Like driving a Subaru in Osaka. Pointless and 
ultimately, annoying. 


THE SHAMBLES - РНИИ! ГАМЕР: Lyre, Lyre, pants оп fire. 
Burn in hell you faggots! 


RICK SABO - RAK SABO Just іп case you ever wondered what 
happened to Jim Croce's band after he croaked . . . Hey! If | could 
have time in a bottle, I'd try to stick the bottle up my ass. Not to be 
confused with former .300-hitting, third-sacker of the Cincinnati 
Reds. 


THE WOGGLES - DO SUST MATI МУ Baowtabagga, hmmmm . . . 
Yeah! Baowtababba. Yow. Yow. Hubanenney, hubanney. Wing 
ding ding. B side: Huddey, huddy het! Hey! Hudda hudda. 
Budda budda. Buh-Buh Buy It! 


$ STILE - 0005 COOKOUITHOTBOL. Early seventies-styled funk bar- 
be-qued to perfection. Flipside is furious ribshack flummery that 
will have you dancing like Howard Law School O. J.-verdict 
celebrants. 


EARTH EIGHTEEN - 278. Ziggy played guitar. With screwed-up eyes 
and slicked-down hairdo. Like some cat from Japan. But they're 
American. Like the Jean Genie. Bellowing, loutish and 
overblown. Retro-orchestro glam, honey. Ф 


first is pure white noise. As is the second. And the third. 
Somehow, someway, it gets inside you. Plays with your 
conceptions of what structured sound should be. And doesn't let 
go. Have you ever been in a severe auto accident? The stuff 
playing in your head as you regain consciousness is the "Chaos Of 
The Night" Pain made pleasurable from having come through. 
And not knowing where you are exactly. (Charnel House) ds 


CHEATER SUCKS 

DONT (/ HOU 

They sure don't. They don't even like themselves having banned 
the band in any shape or form from playing in their hometown of 
Boston. Then they decided they didn't like having a bass so they 
kicked whoever the poor sonovabitch who was playing that thing 
out of the combo. Now they've gone and made this insane platter, 
a creepy piece de resistance that manifests such contempt for 
whatever or whomever their audience might be that you just can't 
help but applaud. For what! have no idea. It's one of the craziest 
things I've ever fucking heard. Kind of like The Cramps on acid. 
Plus you can dance to it. Well sort of You need to drink a lot of 
Colt 45 first. Sound? What sound? Okay П be charitable. 
Garage. But only if the door is closed and ће car, floored in park, 
is a souped up GTO. Jesus, this makes The Electric Eels sound 
professional. Even the slow, "АОК" cut is obviously the product of 
a weekend carbon-monoxide binge. Who had the guts to sign 
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these people? Give him ог her a medal. For recognizing that rock 
as feral abandon is what it's all about. For having the guts to admit 
that they're too drunk to lie anymore. For standing by the Cheater 
Slicks since they're too far gone to stand by themselves. (In The 
Red, 2627 E. Strong Place, Anaheim, CA 92806) ds 


"Stay cool." the ultra-hip bluesbily psycho punkers advise us оп 
the opening cut, but with his dire hot summer night circular 
besotted riff assaulting our sub-conscious and lead singer Peter 
Aaron growty-yowling ike he's beng given last rites, ifs awful 
tough. Damn, I'm reading this back in the early am and it sounds 
like pure poetry. In a Юмлеп! kinda way Just ike this stuff 
Halloween blues but in the Сейс manner Samhain. Devilish. 
Scary. Insane. Every song a surprise. Dig the chugging, train- 
kept-a-coming riff decking out "Way-Out Lover." Or Aaron singing 
from the trunk of an Impala while the Cranks pound out a 
refashioning of the Soft Machine's "We Did It Again" on the 
sidewalk. Yeaaah! Drunkeness for drunkeness sake. The insane 
Word made manifest! (Crypt) ds 


ERIC CLAPTON 
ERIC CLAPTONS RAINBOW CONCERT 
Mired in heroin-addicted seclusion, Eric Clapton was coaxed from 
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CHEATER SLICKS 


CHROME CRANKS 


self-exile by Pete Townshend for a January 1973 benefit concert at 
London's Rainbow Theatre, from which Clapton's 1973 LP, Eric 
Clapton's Rainbow Concert, was culled. The original six-track 
platter was recently remixed and expanded to fourteen cuts for the 
CD format. While the longer version improves greatly on the 
haphazardly selected LP, every performance is inferior to its studio 
version. Clapton's rustiness and self-doubt is evinced by his 
inability and/or unwillingness to propel the eight-piece band into 
any extended improvisations, such as those which dominate Derek 
and the Dominos Live at the Fillmore, recorded just twenty-seven 
months earlier. Although Ron Wood's slide guitar solos are a 
highlight, the group, which Townshend assembled, is generally 
ragged. The percussion section is particularly leaden: Jim 
Capaldi, Jimmy Karstein and Rebop plod where Dominos drummer 
Jim Gordon would swing. (Polygram) df 


COSMIC PSYCHOS 

SELF TOTALLED 

The Cosmic Psychos sure look old. And they don't appear to have 
missed many meals or turned down many free pints at the pub 
either. Hell, two of these guys look like it's been years since they 
saw their dicks without a mirror. But when you rock out with 
warped humor to spare, you don't have to be young and MTV cute. 
Self Totaled is thirty-five minutes of knuckleheaded yuks, ravaged 
vocals and thick power chords. Thanks largely to Ross Knight's 
fuzz-drenched bass-as-rhythm guitar, they make a lot of racket for 
a three-piece. As for the lowbrow content, the song titles tell it all: 
"Shot the Cat,” "The Man Who Drank Too Much,” "Thank Your 
Mother for the Rabbits," uh, get the picture? Only “Whip Me" slows 
the breakneck pace, and not by much. The Cosmic Psychos are 
somewhat monotonous, but they're a good kind of monotonous. 
(Amphetamine Reptile) df 


WAYNE COUNTY & THE ELECTRIC CHAIRS 

ROCK E ROLL CLEOPATRA 

An influence on The Dolls, David Bowie and punk in general? 
Nonsense. Washed out, fey moronic quasi bluesy hard rock. With 
lyrics titillating only to closet homosexuals and junior high school 
nancy boys. The unending liner notes posit Mr./Ms. County as 
visionary hard-working artiste. Obviously written by some 
repeatedly ass-raped теу. To be fair, the music ain't half bad. If 
someone else had been singing this stuff, | could actually find 
justification for releasing it. On K-Tel. Only a drunken moron (i.e. 
Steve) would have paid good money for this shit. 

(Fuk You Records) ds & sj 


CRASH WORSHIP 
ASESINOS 


Oh, | love this. Music advertising itself as the perfect 
accompaniment for "self-respecting killers." How alluring. How 
erotic. How hopelessly jejune. Let us then drop the needle down 
shall we? And for those mired in the twenty-first century, press the 
switch and trip the light fantastic. Hmmm . . . a collection of self- 
conscious primitives creating exotic music alternately mysterious 
and languid.. Employing exotic Occidental instruments. Utilizing 


several drummers to create interesting polyrhythms and, 
sometimes, stark melodies. Synthetic sounds interlaced. 
Sometimes for color, sometimes as rhythm. Rarely as melody. 
Melody having litte place in a world where neolithic texture, sound 
and quite often fury in a handful of vocal gesticulations take 
precedence. Haunting, unforgettable and cathartic. The sounds of 
umbrageous ecstasy. Of shadowed and furtive pleasures erupting 
into insane ecstatic celebration of the void. (ROIR) ds 


THE CUNTS 

WHY BABY? 

Metal lite clothed in psychedelic threads. These Cunts stunk {еп 
years ago and disturbingly, are even more malodorous today. Why 
baby? Try massengill, ya stupid fucks. Or balsamic vinegar. 
{Disturbing Records) sj & ds 


DOWNLINERS SECT 

ПЕШИЕ SECT 

Few are familiar with this fairly obscure British cult r&b combo, а 
group a young Van Morrison once hailed as “It!" There's a reason 
for this. Despite the fact that various incarnations had been kicking 
around since the mid-fifties, the band never really developed a 
readily identifiable sound. Sure they played the right songs - Chuck 
Berry, Jimmy Reed, et al. - but it all came out like watered down Bo 
Diddley. The drumming primitive but uninvolving, the guitar-bass 
interplay utterly nondescript, and the singing, to be charitable, white 
bread dipped in water. Years later, Billy Childish was to use the 
Sect sound as a launching pad to nowhere, but his take on this 
dreck at least possessed a kind of beguiling charm (there's just 
something about a bad take on a bad take). These guys wouldn't 
no charm if the ghost of Cary Grant materialized to give them 
lessons. There are a few decent cuts ("Glendora," "Insecticide," 
"Leader of the Sect," "Sect Appeal") on the disc, but only a drug- 
addled moron (i.e. Steve) would have paid forty bucks for it. (See 


For Miles) ds & sj 


DRUNKS WITH GUNS 

DRUNKS WITH GUNS 

Sludge guitar groove. Projectile vomiting masquerading as singing. 
Hateful rants - "New Wave Negro Girl," "Punched in the Head.” It 
goes on and on. Then itends. Languorously. in a welter of 
feedback and distortion. We don't know how they did it but they 
managed to make the cd sound warped. Bravo! | think. You won't 
have to. (Behemoth) ds & sj 


HAT STATIC 

IPSUM 

f they ever decided to reopen Brooklyn's famed 2001 Disco this 
spacey booty shakin' musique would be the rave. Utilizing the 120 
bpms as anchor - with the exception of "Dionysiac" which is a kind 
of Lebanese trance dance raga - Eat Static twines furious 
otherworldly loops around them and then injects all manner of 
extraterrestrial whooshes, wuurps and whirrs into the mix. For blast 
off into a black hole of loin shaking, sweat inducing Holstian 
madness. Boldly going where many have been before. With, none 
the less, a few subtle and invigorating fey nods to convention. Star 


Trek conventions. None of this is too terribly original but its 
moronic desire to please and cretinous energy is rather infectious. 
(Mammoth) ds 


EDSEL 

SPEED HYPNOSIS 

Twenty years of gurbley stumble has lead us to such as this. What 
to say? The folk rock, scrappy shambling punk, indie rock 
continuum ambles on. Rock related music of the non-sleazy, non- 
exciting, non-fun variety doesn't do much for me. | think the 
strummy, hazy guitar tunes within are often catchy but suffer from 
suspicion of regular melodramatic goofy fun i. e. lets sabotage the 
compositions propulsion to prove they can't be manipulated by joie 
de vivre. Kinda like taking a misstep to prove you are aware of 
walking. At times Edsel gets somewhat loud but it always seems 
for some grave purpose rather than a shaking out of the wrinkles. 
While it's Бейегп the new wave, new wave revival, heart on sleeve 
stuff prevalent on the 80s-prone "modem rock(less)" station around 
here it still tastes like medicine. (Relativity) cr 


EXCEL 

SUUM REFUGE 

Post-punk doesn't have to be a dead end boys. So make up your 
mind. Is it going to be heavy metal idiocy (good) or experimental 
grungyness (bad). The world isn't exactly holding it's breath; so 
might ! suggest eschewing heroin, moving to Wild Turkey and 
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SPEEDBALL BABY 


leting the chips fal enere Ген “ау You сүс xx ass wih ђе 
best of them when bescaec oc acoro. Ага we can ted which 
numbers were done ог а frewater arc etch were the product of 
drugs Yeah, ifs that obvious Ya ear” г case they do not, send 
booze and letters of encouragement ip. 5607 Sunset Bd LA CA: 
90028 ds 


пе DISH 

THATS WHAT LOVE SOMES OFTEN DO 

Fig Dish, which is Bavarian slang for “fuck you,” shows signs of 
becoming a contender in the big mainstream guitar-band 
sweepstakes. Though Love Songs is bogged down by filler, the 
best tracks - “Seeds,” “Bury Me” and "Quiet Storm King” - show 
considerable potential. If they can curb their proclivity for sounding 
like warmed-over Soul Asylum, they could be worth watching. 
(Atlas) of 


FRIENDS OF DEAN MARTINEZ 

THE SHADOW OF YOUR SMILE 

Hey, | just found out what happened to Santo & Johnny of 
"Sleepwalk" fame. They married, moved to southwestern New 
Mexico, had a bunch of kids, weaned them on Link Wray, Martin 
Denny and Arthur Lyman, forced them to watch flicks like Carnival 
Of Souls and Night Tide over and over, then tumed them loose. To 
fashion haunting, mesmerizing, vaguely disquieting instros. Some 
more languorous than ominous. We think of the sea and а multi- 
colored sunset in Key West. The lone and level sands stretching 
far away as rosy-fingered dawn makes her appearance over the 
outskirts of Las Vegas. A Long Island ice tea housed in a goblet 
with Easter-Island-by-way-of-Taiwan motifs served by a waitress 
сад in spandex in a warehouse decorated like a tiki hut off Route 1 
just outside of Dumfries, Virginia. (Sub Pop) ds 
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FUDGE TUNNEL 

MA WORD 

This collection of odds and sods from 1989-94 has been slapped 
together for fans but for the uninitiated it certainly is not a bad place 
to drop anchor. Like their fellow Birminghamers, Black Sabbath, 
Fudge Tunnel favor dark, sludgy riffs, metallic textures and 
malevolent ambience. The singing is a comfortably inchoate, 
hoarse, tortured yowl. That is to say very au courant. What sets 
these innovators apart from their post speed metal bretheran is 
what happens after the band allows the riffs to settle in your brain. 
Distortion as bridge, discordant fragments leading to nowhere 
before bringing us back to where we started, explosions of guitar 
shards shattering over your nodding, complacent head, rhythms 
suddenly shifting before locking back into the groove. Structure it's 
in the songs’ apparent lack or disinterest in structure. And in the 
end, that makes all the difference. (Earache) ds 


GREEN DAY 

ПУМИ 

Insomniac, Green Day's follow-up to last year's multi-million selling 
Dookie, sticks to that formula which has worked before - a wall of 
fast, dense chording set over a tight rhythm section combined with 
angstridden lyrics. Although Green Day strives to be a punk 
throwback, they were just learning to read when the movement was 
in its heyday. Rather, they have more in common with the hard 
pop of the Jam circa 1979 than the Clash. They merely replaced 
the Weller & Cos. Rickenbacker guitars with Fenders. Whereas the 
great punk singers were menacing, singer Billie Joe Armstrong 
doesn't threaten. Moreover, the guy's happily married with a child 
and a millionaire in his early 20's. So his neurotic rants aren't 
exactly believable. Still, Insomniac ain't bad. (Reprise) df 


GRINCH 

ZI 

While Arrowsmith, Bon Jovi and White Zombie take their wholly 
manufactured place in the bully pulpit and beg leave to speak for 
and to the young, white and hopelessly impoverished, gritty blue 
collar metal visionaries like Souls At Zero and Grinch - We traded 
kisses laced with till dawn's first КАМ could see my rotted corpse 
reflected in her eyes venom/Fucked - continue the good fight. 
They understand the life of the dead end job predicated on 
mindless repetition. The weekend centered on tv sports and mass 
consumption of Anheuser-Busch products with desperate, empty- 
headed friends. The Sunday hour devoted to a Wal-Mart 
mannequin masquerading as the God of our Fathers who offers 
relief in the form of a Denny's all-you-can-eat-post-worship 
breakfast. This is the sound of the lower middle class. 
Remonstrations from America's rotting underbelly. Bring out your 
dead. Bring out your dead. (Box 2977, Oakland, CA 94609) ds 


RICHARD HELL 6 THE VOIDOIDS 

FIMUM (IVE AT CESBS £ MAIS) 

Released from a number of outtakes from portable cassette 
recorders with differing lineups. Why? Because Hell felt he was 
unappreciated. Real reason: he's a lazy junkie. Still, this junk is 
killer slop despite the fuzzy sound. The whiter than white boy 
versions of "Crosstown Traffic" and "I'm Free" alone are worth the 
price of admission. Out of kilter guitar decoration by the 
unparalleled Bob Quite provide moments of endless ironic 
counterpoint, i.e. derision. In many ways this is better than the 
epochal debut. Its peppier. More disdainful of its putative 
audience. Hell, Hell can barely bring himself to sing. Undaunted, 
the band continually chastises him. Forcing him on. To depths 
undreamt of in his absurd aesthetic. (ROIR) ds & sj 


MAYUKO HINO & FRIENDS 

CHAOS OF THE MIT 

“White Heat” as sex. Metal Machine Music as orgasm. Feedback, 
distortion, hum, and monochromatic buzz vamping and confidently 
posturing as pop. Thunderous cascades of snowy oblivion 
adulterated with the peevish remonstrations of tone. Futile 
interlocutor in a land of pure electric. Color making demands of a 
parched, arid landscape. Exhaustion aping the sounds of 
antiquated machinery. The inchoate aspiring, as it should, to 
music. Music (0 pure sound. Sound to silence. The language of 
un-consciousness. (Charnel Music) ds 


HOT DAMN 

НИ HEELS SLUT 

A brilliant marketing ploy: make а disc whose appeal is limited to 
adolescent boys and budding lesbians. Have the girls pose in 
various states of dishabille. Then tell all the adults the whole thing 
is joke. | never doubted it for a second ladies. Although the ass 
on that blond is nothing to laugh about. Neither is this demode 
garage metal come to think of it. (Hell Yeah) ds 


JUST PLAIN BIG 

PETS SOUND 

Young grunge aficionados discover surf music by way of The 
Champs and Pulp Fiction and give rough birth to an ungodly, pallid 
hybrid of sixties mood music and seventies AOR. Colorless vocals 
meet innocuous melodies say “Howdy” and fall asleep together. 
Hard to believe human beings actually got together and said 
"Verily, this is good." And yeah, we get the play on the Beach 
Boys, assholes. (Double Deuce) ds 


JAMES KOCHALKA 

SUPERSTAR 

You notice how in today's pop culture everything is “almost.” That 
movie was "almost" entertaining, that woman is "almost" beautiful, 
the food at that restaurant was "almost" delicious. So it is with most 
of today's music. Almost is enough. | think this trend started with 
Jonathan Richman's first solo album. Remember saying to your 
friends: "Les'see, ‘almost like The Modern Lovers and it ‘almost 
doesn't suck.” This collection of dork pop rock fits firmly in the post 
modem tradition: it's "almost" funny, "almost" tuneful and "almost" 
insouciant enough to pass as the work of a master ironist. (Dot 7) 
ds 


LAUGHING HYENAS 

MERRY 60 ROUND 

Alright, I'm sorry. | should have showed up for the interview. 
Usually | tell the record company I'll be at sound check when | want 
them to leave me alone and stop asking me what | think of the 
band they're pushing down my throat. The last Ip sounded like а 
Stooges-Stones mix. Pretty damn good but not totally original. 
Know what | mean? If | had heard Merry Go Round | would have 
understood. The Hyenas were just toning down the insanity to 
appease the uninformed and indifferent public. This is beauty 
disguised as hate, the blueprint for all that Loisada late eighties to 
early nineties psychotic blues rawk. The Bible of alternative music, 
Trouser Press claims the band's furious roar ain't up to lead singer 
John Brannon's frenzied gutteral-damnerunings. And, as with most 
explanations of things beyond the beyond, itbe wrong. Sublimity is 
as ugliness does. And here it's done with hebephrenic conviction. 
(Touch & Go) ds 


LAZY COWGIRLS 

AID SOU 

They're back. After almost a five year hiatus. With two releases іп 

less than a year. We didn't get the first salvo of the comeback. If 

its as good as this we'll pay whatever it takes. Oh, you mean 

you've never heard of the Lazies? Think Saints crossed with The 

Ramones. Furious, cathartic melodic punk. Guitars coming at ya 
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like a car beanng down on the wrong side of a two lane highway. 
Bass-drum abdicating all responsibility. A singer giving it all he's 
got knowing it's never gonna be enough. Turn it way way up and 
think how glorious it would be to go out on “Frustration, Tragedy & 
Lies.” | have. Which is why | ain't playin’ this until | get a steady girl 
again. (Crypt) ds 


ИСК 

ЕУ 

Muddied, affected singing in service to serviceable booming beats 
and attenuated melodies. Vaguely post-coital energywise. 

Vaguely interesting intellectualwise. You've heard it before and if 
you haven't there's no need to bother. Unless you feel the "need" 
to gaze into idiot darkness and see creatures driven and derided by 
vanity. Eyes burning with anguish and anger. Lost. Hopelessly 
lost. (Invisible) ds 


THE METEORS 

MENTAL INSTRUMENTALS 

A Swedish (nah, probably the hoary British) band formed fourteen 
years ago as а сай to arms against insidious rockabilly practitioners 
like The Stray Cats and . . . and | can't think of any others except 
for the dozen or so I've run идо in every inum in the USA [ve ever 
stayed in for more than a coupis of days. They claim іс be the only 
pure psychobély band ever and they ist Chertes Manson and Mark 
David Chapman as thes heroes. So the asshole factor is very high 
here However, despite fhis, | have to report that ths is 
pretemnaturally sleazy іпсіго psychobay The drummer gves 
himself so to the beat you'll scream thinking he's gonna drown fore 
comin’ up for air, the guitar moans and groans ike a crazy man in а 
small, empty room and the bass is nothing f not a dark insistent сай 
0 savage unspeakable rites. іп short, Mental instros gits it 
(Sonovabttch Records, Box 2738, 3000 cs Rotterdam, ће 
Netherlands) ds 


THURSTON MOORE 

БС HEARTS 

Moore's first set away from Sonic Youth doesn't sound much 
different than anything he's done with his full-time band. Psychic 
Hearts includes plenty of unusual guitar tunings and quirky pop 
melodies amidst dissonance. Without bassist Kim Gordon and 
guitarist Lee Ranaldo, however, there's little of the tension and 
release that fuels much of Sonic Youth's best work. Despite having 
played most of the instruments, written, and produced the album, 
Moore avoids self-indulgence, for the most part. Moore still can't 
sing, but a half dozen of the fourteen tracks here work. "Ono Soul" 
pays tribute to the "queen of noise." The title track is a hilarious 
two-chord punk rock sendup. “Hangout” boasts a snappy, oddball 
guitar riff. Only the last track, the twenty minute instrumental "Elegy 
for All the Dead Rock Stars," which begins with Moore hitting one 
chord for more than three minutes, careens into wretched excess. 
(DGC) df 


NAILBOMB 


PROUD TO COMM COMMERCIAL SUICIOE 
To those who are already dead we salute уои! Passing bells for 
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HEATHER NOVA 


those who refuse to die as cattle? not for them as such. Heavy, 
dissonant aggro-feric noise in the service of pure choleric. Harsh, 
pure, beautiful and tres masculine. The conventions of metal and 
its post-punk permutations stood on their head. Choruses a 
reiterative spew of the riff, vocals a hoarse croak of moonless 
womoonless marsh, performance a bludgeoning nod and dismissal 
of structure, crowd noise incorporated for texture and disdain. An 
exquisite dulcet of most mollificative sudadency for juvenile 
hortatory. (Roadrunner) ds 


HEATHER NOVA 
Фугер 


... as in the world shall shortly be her . . . Gorgeous, irresistible 
celebration of the search for meaning in sex, loss, love, beauty and 
femininity. Alluring contemporary rock et folk rock made by a 
songstress of acute sensitivity in possession of a mournmelifluous 
multi-octave voice. A voice used to stunning affect in fleshing out 
the often stark demi-melodies. Sometimes things get silly and 
saccharine as with "Maybe An Angel" or "Walking Higher" but most 
of the cuts have an undeniably seductive and maudlin charm. And 
when Ms. Nova decides to cry tough ("Sugar," "Blue Black") baby, | 
hear damaged archangels singing. some may hear only the jingle 
and harsh ka-ching of two million cash registers. Talent drawing 
deep from the well of intuition often has that kind of polarizing 
effect. (Columbia) ds 


ons 

OWS 

Muzzled hostility. Insidious bottom heavy hook. Verses recited 
sotto voce. Irrupting in shards of guitar, amp distortion and hoarse 
screams on chorus. Chorus in name only... Residing.. Building. 
Exploding again. Every repetition results in greater agitation. 
Tortured emoting. No lyric sheet. Don't want a lyric sheet. Groovy 
doom boom artsy grunge noise for speedy amphetamine reptiles. 
Hot and unsane. Dig it. Or get dug. (Cherry Disc) ds 


PERE UBU 

РАЙ SUITCASE 

Except for moments on their "comeback" Ip back in "87 Pa Ubu 
пат got it up enough for me to say "is it in? is itin yet?" since Dub 
Housing. That's, ме! so long ago, | can recall an acceptable 
Talking Heads release somewhere around the time. This however, 
has none of their previous dimly remembered strengths. Even 
Ubus' rinky-dink art boy, damn-the-rhythm-section-lets-be-abstract- 
and-wordy stuff was engaging in its own "1 made up the rules, hey | 
win! way. Of course this has none of the rhythmic force, powerful 
sway, rock 'n' roll hooks, ominous waves of noise and individualist 
wonderment of their early singles and first two Ips. 

Apparently there's a bunch of in-jokes, musical references to 
Ubu's heroes and villains, and other shenanigans involved in 
Raygun. Jeez, they shoulda stole better stuff. None of this moves 
out of its squeaky, bread and butter, leaky, pop rock box. It's like 
they learned nothing in twenty years, and lost the umph! of their 
youth. This is what "new wave" typically was and hence a voice 
and viewpoint off the beaten track. Its good to get off the well worn 
path but instead of blazing a trail, these guys waded into the river 
and kinda drifted along. Considering David Thomas calls the shots 
here - and in light of his love of the Beach Boys, Spirit and 
Jehovahs Witnessing - you know there will be nothing heavy or 
profane. 

| did find various cuts pleasant or gently catchy: the lead off 
*Folly of Youth," "Vacuum in my Head,” the ambient suburban bug 
noises giving way to the melancholic chiming and measured 
melodic guitar of "Horse," the peppy "Don't Worry" making me long 
for early P-Furs . . . nice. The last four cuts are as ok a fusion of 
The Tenement Year/Cloudland style pop and some re-reflected 
influence by way of They Might Be Giants as need be and boy, 
their worse drum sound ever, too. 

Look, if this crew ever meant much to you and you have extra- 
musical investment in their "thing" you can drop the dollars and not 
feel gypped, but since Fugazi plapped out their most varied, 
swingin' best all around disc, Red Medicine, which incidentally is 
partially rooted in this Ubu wave stuff, you'd be better off pushing 
yer consumer dollar that-a-way. Thatis if you like rock more than 
musical parcheesi. (Nonsense) cr 


LIZ PHAIR 

ИЛА 

Literary or artistic productions designed for ће young. That's ће 
definition. Here's the last word on this. Get it for the saavy 
versions of "Turning Japanese" and Iggy Pop's “Funtime.” It won't 
give you any reason to change your thinking that Liz is a fairly cute, 


vaguely sophisticated version of the girl next door. A girl whom you 
might give a second look if she showed up at your door sporting a 
red spandex number and a strap on dildo. And black stiletto heels. 
And lots of make-up. And whining petulantly about having to go the 
bathroom. But! digress. What | really wanted to say was that with 
the right management this chick could go far. She just needs to be 
slapped around a litte. Not by a guy necessarily, but by life. Or by 
a really good looking bird with a prolapsed labia. You see what I'm 
getting athere? No? Fuck you then, gay boy and grim girl. 
(Matador) ds 


THE PICKETTS 

THE WICKED РОМУ 

We were torn between not reviewing this release just to insult 
producer Conrad Uno and just insulting him. Conrad, you pussy. 
Jack-off. Woman. Take your retro country roots rock Wanda 
Jackson wannabes and shove 'em up your prolapsed ass. This 
kind of Nashville Tonite faux-backwoods shit is strictly for moronic 
gingham skirt and cowboy boot clad single women in their mid- 
thirties seeking sexual union through their mastery of country line 
dancing. The push tush. The slap leather. And of course, the achy 
breaky. Done with little heart. Guided by an effeminate sensibility. 
(Pop Llama) sj & ds 


PIGFACE 

FEELS LIKE HEAVEN 

Martin Atkins’ latest project finds him enlisting a host of industrial 
dance specialists (Die Warzau, Youth, Psychic TV) to remix a 
number of collaborative compositions. Relying principally on 
Atkins' drumming, the all-star interpolators appear to have done 
very litte. Flaccid looped electronic sounds and characterless 
vocals now adorn what were once minimalist techno grooves. The 
two electronic experimental pieces, "Fuck It Up," and "Chikasaw" 
provide a bit of relief from the unimaginative arrangements but they 
too are essentially ideas in search of song. (Invisible) ds 


PINK FLOYD 

PESE 

Pink Floyd's decision to name their new two CD live set Pulse reeks 
of unintended irony. As a relative entity, the current Flood hasn't 
got one. 

Pulse establishes the post-Roger Waters' Pink Flood modus 
operandi. every six or so years, they release an album of ersatz 
Flood-lite and follow it with a redundant live set from the 
subsequent megabucks tour that's heavy on warmed over Waters- 
era work. This release is a document of last year's junket and it's 
especially redundant. thirteen of the twenty-five songs were 
included on the two CD set and/or video of The Delicate Sound of 
Thunder, the souvenirs of their 1987-88 stadium stampede. 

The only plausible reason for Pulse's existence is to allow 
Flood's current label, Columbia, to cash іп on Dark Side of the 
Moon, which was released on Capitol and still sells briskly twenty- 
two years after its release. In this context, the sounds of jingling 
cash registers at the beginning of "Money" take on a new, likely 
unintended, cynical meaning. Flood performs all of Dark Side in 
running order with the eleven piece band executing an almost note- 
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for-note version flawiessly. But what was innovative two decades 
ago sounds rote and stratified today. 

What passes for Pink Flood at the present is a testimony to 
just how much shit the befuddled masses will eat. Never mind that, 
beneath the surface gloss, the post-Waters material is essentially 
useless. As long as the three remaining members and their 
accompanying professional hacks recreate old Flood in a lavish 
spectacle, the public will buy it unconcerned that the principal 
author of flood's best-known work has been out of the group for 
more than a decade. (Columbia) df 


PIZZICATO FIVE 

THE SOUND OF MUSIC 

A quickie follow-up to the critically-lauded American debut, The 
Sound of Music finds this Japanese trio archly assaying every 
conceivable form of Western easy-listening detritus: light disco, 
Wes Montgomery funk, Frenchified angst muzak a la Michelle 
LeGrand and Eurotrash airyness con Armando Trovaloli. While a 
deconstructionist take might have been more assuming (and 
difficult), the Japanese diction and slavish imitation transforms what 
is, essentially mindless garbage, into a lovely, surreal joke. When 
the band does their dada meditation on the genre's more extreme 
conventions however, they step into а timeless olherworidiness 
breathtaking in its audacious уасийу. (Matador) ds 


THE POLICE 

77/24 

A two-disc set culled from a 1979 FM broadcast and а 1983 TV 
concert, The Police Live! documents the Police's дедепегавоп from 
a smart, technically savvy pop group obsessed wih a real or 
imagined inability to atiract women to a backing group Юг Süng's 
pretentious world ройбск musings. The 1979 disc is energetic, but 
sloppy. It's 1983 companion is polished, but ponderous, with 
Sting's insufferable pomposity and overblown ego in full bloom. 
That said, there was a band dynamic between him, drummer 
Stewart Copeland and guitarist Andy Summers that no crew of well- 
paid jazzbos can replace. (A&M) df 


166У РОР 

MPPOOROUE PARIS 1977 

Iggy's first post-Stooges tours may have been memorable to those 
who saw the shows, but you wouldn't know it from this badly 
recorded, poorly mixed, abominable dreck. Recorded just after the 
released of Lust for Life, 19 has a lot on his mind. Unfortunately, his 
most compelling commentary, particularly his rants against rock 
Star trappings and about his struggles with heroin addiction, takes 
place between songs. As for the music, Ig and his band, anchored 
by the Sales brothers (Soupy's kids) and former Bowie guitarist 
Stacey Heydon, trudge incompetently through Lust for Life tracks, a 
couple old Stooges faves and a pair of wretched covers. Stay 
away from this turkey. Check out instead Rough Power, the 
original, pre-Bowie mixes of Raw Power, instead. df 


THE PRESIDENTS OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA 
TRE PRESIDENTS. OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA 
The latest hype from Seattle boasts the sonic gimmick of a guitarist 
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RANCID 


who uses only three strings and a bassist who employs only two. 
The resulting sound is punchy, but thin and bottom heavy. Their 
MTV hit, “Lump,” is a Knack-gone-necro irritation, while the rest of 
the material is an equally obnoxious mix of influences ranging from 
Primus ("Boll Weevil") to the MC5 ( an execrable revision of "Kick 
Out the Jams"). They even had the unmitigated chutzpah to name 
one song "We Are Not Going to Make It." May this prediction come 
true and may these Presidents be impeached. (Columbia) df 


THE RAMONES 

ADOS AMIGOS! 

There should be a monument to da Ramones in New York City, 
preferably in Forest Hills, Queens. Their first three albums 
(Ramones, Leave Home and Rocket to Russia) are unqualified 
meisterwerks which helped rescue rock 'n' roll from the overblown 
crap that was mainstream rock of the mid-70's and put it back on its 
proper three-chords-and-a-cloud-of-dust track. Despite a spotty 
recorded output since 1977, their live act remains a taut model of 
power and efficiency. But all that may end after this year, when da 
Ramones supposedly will disband. 

Ther latest and maybe last album, Adios Amigos!, is their best 
since Animal Boy (1986), but that ain't saying much. The lead 
track, "I Don't Want to Grow Up," is their best single since "I Wanna 
Be Sedated" (1978). Written by Tom Waits and Kathleen Brennan, 
"Grow Up" has a catchy hook and stooopid lyrics and recalls their 
vintage work without seeming like an obvious rewrite. The rest of 
the album rocks competently, but has an annoying tendency to 
recycle old themes (e.g., "Cretin Family" and "Born to Die in 
Berlin"). But for "The Crusher,” a mildly funny spook about a 
would-be professional wrestler, bassist C. Jay Ramone's four 
vocals are not ai all compelling. Thankfully though, da Ramones 
haven't learned any new tricks. God bless their pointy little heads! 
(Radio Active) df 


RANCID 

. . . AND OWT COME THE WOLVES 

Who or which should be making their appearance anytime soon 
what with the boys having been offered seven million to leave our 
friends at Epitaph. And the fact that many people who are in 
position to know are starting to whisper about these punk rockers 
being the next Green Day or Offspring or some such. So before 


you start reading Rolling Stone or Spin (already happening as | 
write) and having them spout off about the obvious Clash, Sex 
Pistol, Madness, et al. influences, let me put in with my two cents 
and tell you that you need this. Especially if 77-78 were the 
greatest years of your life. They were mine. That's when 
incendiary hooks, anthemic melodies locked to storm-the- 
barricades choruses, ragged, impassioned singing, off-key 
harmonizing and the call to arms, the call to life, was the order of 
the day. So maybe Rancid ain't the greatest combo in the world 
(that ain't me talking) but the more | play this, the more | start to 
think they're the only band that matters. More than liquor, pussy ог 
truth. I'm checkin’ out. Never comin’ back again. List me MIA, 
baby. l'm nineteen once more and the world, like an impossibly 
beautiful woman, lays spread at my feet. Give me all the rope you 


want. l'm throwing it back. You tie the knot. Now go hang yourself. 


(Epitaph) ds 


TAMMY ROGERS & DON HEFFINGTON 

MW THE RED 

More Scotch-Irish than pure bluegrass in approach, violinist Rogers 
and percussionist Heffington have fashioned a lugubrious but 
arresting collection of acoustic tunes intertwined with Appalachian 
folk, Mexican and Indian motifs. Primarily minimalist instros with a 
mandolin here, the occasional vocal there, the improvisational 
quality of much of this suffers not a wit from its determined 
intelligence and perspicacity. Purists may decry the lack of rough 
hewn texture, backwoods’ mentality or self-conscious reverence, 
but these are minor cavils with music of such haunting bonnyness. 
(Dead Reckoning) ds 


SCORN 

77772753 

This is a lovely collection of remixes of last years unsettling 
Evanesence by the likes of Coil, Bill Laswell, Meat Beat Manifesto 
and other cutting edge musicians. None of these tinkerings are 
radical reshapings; they're more in the nature of subtle alterations 
but it's quite an impressive array of eldritch trance and disquieting 
ambience. Coil's work on "Dreamspace" is especially noteworthy 
for the way they effortlessly pare the original to Иве more than 
hollow industrial sounds and shuffling synthesized rhythms intercut 
with a haunting melic fragment which disappears after a brief 
sepulchral string interlude. Impressive too is the Germ mix of 
"Automata" which weds Varese and histrionic primitivism to 
produce something between a nightmare and a meditation in a 
graveyard. (Earache) ds 


SEASON TO RISK 

MWA PERFECT WORLD 

| thought | heard "Here comes the first kiss, where's the SYL-B- 
LES?" Unfortunately, the enunciation (and lyrical content) is more 
tortured than that. Oh well, | don't really care. If you're old enough 
to drink and look for cultural solace from rock record lyrics yer 
pretty much flat-out fucked anyways. So. As you were soldier. 
This is constructed from the same stiff, hard, sensible, resilient, 
dun-colored materials as the Kepone record. Similar bummed, no 
fun, fighting-the-blues-and-losing feeling. The guy that produced 
the disc got a nice droning-apocalypse-around-the-corner-l- 


promise! feeling. Didn't he cut his teeth doing Sonic Youth, Rat At 
Rat R or Live Skull lps? Sounds like it completely dry, virtually 
hookless, a big drill punching thru stone, brick, dry wall, tin and 
wood. One hole. Now if they would pack it with Big Black Brand 
Dy-No-Mite . . . Then they wouldn't appear so anary and scared. 
Then they might be able to catch their breath and get a solid 
enough footing to throw some decent punches. Too bad. | think a 
tour with Craw, Engine Joe, and Dazzling Killmen would provide 
necessary musical enlightenment in the texture, tempo, riff-twist 
dept. No reason to dump а! the dramatic ya-hoodly stuff. | know 
that repetitive pounding in a repetitive circular structure is powerful 
but if you run in a circle long enough you dig a rut, and turn into 
butter. Then Elton John-style fatties put you on their toast, eat you 
up and shit you out as rump grease. Ah, itis a confusing and cruel 
world. (Columbia) er 


THE SHAM 69 

THE COMPLETE SHAM 69 LIVE 

With the demise of the Pistols and the defection of the Clash in 
1978, leadership of the punk scene in the U.K. defaulted to the third 
and least talented member of the original “triumvirate,” Jimmy 
Pursey and the Sham 69. Since their formation in 1977, however, 
the rowdy, good-natured Sham had garnered a following of hard- 
core skinheads and riotous east London football thugs. And those 
who romanticized punk as a “working class” movement found their 
worst nightmare come true: real working class in a real movement. 
And it was ugly. Sham gigs devolved into National Front rallies as 
their "fans" took over the festivities, and the "punks" themselves 
became the focal point of skinhead gang violence. By 79, Pursey 
called it quits and flirted with IRA activism, while the remaining 
members of the band disappeared into obscurity. The Sham's 
rabble rousing sing-a-long chants and hard-edged three-chord 
guitar attacks live on and this live recording, while fairly chaotic, 
displays the anger and enthusiastic disgust that made The Sham 
the rightful successors to the willful working class stupidity of their 
precursors, Slade. (Castle Classics) sj & ds 


SHELTER 

MANTRA 

А most excellent metalrap band. Still, | feel to break out of the 
pack they need to read Gurdjieff. The books are on the way. Until 
they arrive, here's what | feel | must say to them. Lick pussy. Lots 
of different pussy. Or one favorite pussy for a very very long time. 
And play with your ass while doing so. (In the vernacular: get 
down and dirty). This is much hare bought wisdom. From one 
whose piles reach below his knees . Gracias and most good luck 
to you Sheltered ones. (Roadrunner) ds 


SHIG AND BUZZ 

DOUBLE DIAMONDS 

This is a great record by a stellar instrumental duo working the 
surfispy/wide-open-spaces-where-notes-float-and-ts-kinda-pretty- 
out-here-but-lonely-tradition. These guys have been playing for 
many, many years and have a dead-on, melodic, single-note style 
backed by chiming, ringing and tasteful chords About a thrd of the 
useful Western musical rock and pop guitar moves are utilized to 
flavor and drive the music. Everything sounds familiar and nothing 
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specific -no obvious copped moves, no easy outs, no patronizing 
the audience with oldies - just two fellas blending eastern scales, 
Duane Eddy Americana, and a bit of Spaghetti Western theme 
music. The great thing is how fluid the playing is and how the 
thematic musical development flows and moves in complete 
contrast to the lifting, stealing, sampling tradition where the joke's 
over and over fast. | could listen to this every day for a month and 
keep drawing strength from it. If you like the idea of a sparser 
Shadowy Men on a Shadowy Planet, minus the in-joke stuff, then 
Double Diamonds will fit into your sweaty hands like year little sis’ 
muff. (French: Моийе... clothing, ya jerk). (Dr. Dream) cr 


SIMPLY SAUCER 

CYBORES REVISITED 

Simply Saucer came out of Canada in 1974 with a sound heavily 
influenced by such sneered-upon bands of the day as the Velvet 
Underground, the Stooges, and the Pink Fairies. As Bruce Mowat 
recounts in his excellent liner notes to this reissue, this was more 
than simply unusual. It was downright bizarre, and it virtually 
guaranteed that these guys wouldn't get a fair hearing among that 
era's rock audiences. And they didn't the public reaction ranged 
from the indifferent to the hostile, and timid record executives 
refused to release their recordings. Assholes. 

Cyborgs Revisited contains all of the known recordings of the 
original lineup. (a sight dierent group, The Saucers, released a 
single in 1978), and it rocks quite nicely in an art- 
school/minimalistic sort of way 555 general plan of attack was to 
establish a "Sister Ray"-ish sort of muddle (usually colored by synth 
genius Ping Romany in a manner very similar to Pere Ubu's Allen 
Ravenstine) into which guitarist Edgar Breeu would plunge vaguely 
Crimsonoid solos. It worked well, particularly in a live setting: 
"Here Come the Cyborgs” parts one and two, “Dance the 
Mutation,” and Illegal Bodies” all showcase a briliant, hard rockin’ 
scree that's progressive in the best sense of the term. 

Its a goddamn shame nobody cared then, and it's a goddamn 
shame only a few people care now. Don't be a jerkoff, son. Get 
this. (Fistpuppet Records) db 


SKUNK ANANSIE 

PARANOID £ SUNBURAT 

Stil stinging from having Heart jump ship to Capitol in the earty 
eighties, Columbia/Epic has recruited an androgynous black 
woman to singscreech like Ann Wilson over predictable, bombastic 
heavy metal riffs and vacuous, melody-bereft power ballads in an 
attempt to win back the legion of brain dead fans who have never 
forgiven the now Sony owned company for allowing the Canadian 
sisters to declare their free agency. In an attempt to make this 
ersatz creation more politically relevant, songs of insane love, 
magic men and barracuda like penises have been eschewed for 
misandric diatribes, Caucasian baiting and vicious indictments of 
our Holy Mother Church. Oh for the days of Torquemada and 
auto-da-fes. (Epic) ds 


SLADE 

SLADEST 

Stupidity in a handful of chords. Time has shrouded them in 
mystery. And deserved obscurity. Today these cretins have 
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something of a cult following. Which is amazing considering their 
entire recorded output included litte of worth save a few decent 
paeans to teenage defiance epitomized by their rabble-rousing 
glam classic "Mama Weer All Crazee Now.” Listen to the slower 
cuts or their misguided interpretation of Max Frost and the 
Troopers “The Shape Of Things To Come" and learn the true 
meaning of wretchedness. Stupid is as stupid does. And they wuz 
stoopid. Beyond almost all measure. Ugly too. (Polydor) sj 8 ds 


SMEARS 

MW THE GARAGE 

Look, girls, you're real cute and if any one of you were my 
girlfriends I'd be pushing this thing like there was no tomorrow. But 
you're not (your loss) so while | find your attempts to recreate the 
primitive rock sounds of yesteryear by covering old Suzi Quatro, 
Troggs, Billy Childish et al. tunes quite admirable, the nails-on-the- 
blackboard vocals and sloppy-by-the-numbers playing is rather 
insufferable. This may cut it in Indiana but | doubt it would work 
anywhere else. Outside my bedroom thatis. (Cargo Records) ds 


SONIC YOUTH 

WASHING MACHINE 

With 10 albums and 15 years under their belts, the members of 
Sonic Youth have become alternative elder states persons. 
Although they've now released four albums on a major label, they 
haven't betrayed their original vision of guitar-driven rock played on 
chords you've never heard before. Over time, however, they've 
learned to hamess their cacophonous tendencies and to fit them 
into song contexts. 

With bassist Kim Gordon's switch to guitar on most tracks and 
several overdubbed vocals, Washing Machine adds new wrinkles 
to Sonic Youth's mix of noise and non-standard guitar tunings. 
Several tracks stretch longer than standard Sonic fare, but with 
mixed results. In particular, Thurston Moore's "The Diamond Sea" 
is an extended suite that features Sonic Youth at its most 
melodically sublime and its most irksomely indulgent. On the title 
cut, "Little Trouble Girl," and "Panty Lies," however, Gorgon strikes 
a more girlish pose than she has of late. Otherwise, the new 
record is fairly similar in sound to their last few albums. While 
Washing Machine isn't any Sister or Daydream Nation, it won't 
repel their converts. (DGC) df 


SPAIN 

THE BLUE MOODS OF SPAIN 

From the classic sixties era rip-off Blue Note style cover and title to 
the qualuudy syrup texture and tone, this is ersatz hipster all the 
way. Before the general populace got a holt of the term, "hip" was 
the province solely of criminals and lowlife, many wise and studied 
in the ways of desires gone funny. And these ne'er do wells 
understood that "hip" is not wordy irony but something beyond 
human ken. Like Hubert Selby writing an incredibly painful scene 
in which a junked peddles his girlfriend's ass, because like, the 
junks number опе now. | get the feeling now a days that some 
froze out shit hell would peddle that same rear end for a copy of 
Doom ya know? And that's where this record в... the slow 
tempos do not reflect world weary knowledge they're just drawn 
out, the melodies are wallpaper for those who think of music solely 


TIPS ON MOHAWK RENEWAL! 
BEN WEASEL PLUGS THE RIVER- 
DALES! HOW TO SWAP IN YOUR 
STR-8-EDGE LPs FOR 77 REHASH! 
1000 s OF ADS FROM "COOL" 
"PUNK" LABELS CASHING IN ON 

THE POP-PUNK EXPLOSION!HOW 
TO MAKE 5 DESIGNING BOMBS 
YET REMAIN "PUNK"!AND MORE 


MAXIMIMUMPUCKEREDROLE 


#666 - OCT-NOV, 1995 - THE PUNK BIBLE & LAWBOOK 


ragged soul 


THE LAZY COWGIRLS ДЕТЕ 
new LP/CD/CS "RAGGED SOUL" 5 
over 40 minutes o' prime roar! 


COWGIRLS USA TOUR 1995: 
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as background (like that painting above your equally non-descript 
cloth couch). Yes, there are no "blues" in the Blue Moods Of 
Spain. There is a credible sparseness although it does not 
transcend mild ambience despite the occasional tasty loooow key 
liquid guitar. Look, do yourself a favor, buy Miles Davis A Kind of 


Blue or Blue Moods. Stare at the covers a day or two. Then рау 
them ... Ah, | would weep for my soul, but it's too much work. 
Pass the Prozac, ok? Where's my Chris Issak records? Oh, she 
still has'em. Thanks. (Restless) cr 


SPEEDBALL BABY 

CETTING STRAIGHT FOR THE LAST SUPPER 

Got to love a band that doesn't give a shit. Weird wigged wild takes 
on "Blitzkrieg Bop" and "Т. B. Sheets"? That's so gosh darn hip no 
one's going to get it (unless you are Richard Hell or Jon Spencer). 
Guitar skeetering all over the place on most cuts (tasteful Hawaiian 
luauisms on the Ramones’ cover though). Lead singer opening up 
his beak as an afterthought to croon in soignee attenuated junkie 
blasé dernier cri. Bass and drums beating a light tattoo on your 
brain. Marvelous. This is the nazz. This is the buzz. Some kind of 
contemporary. (PCP) ds 


SPEEDBALL BABY 

СТАР STRAIGHT FOR THE LAST SPPE? 

Imagine а collaboration between | их interior and Robert Quite, and 
you've got a fx on Speedball Baby Ther psychotic blues- 
rockabilly owes a lot to the Cramps, but sounds darker and less 
comical. Their latest EP, Getting Siraight, is inconsistent, but half of 
the originals are worth repeated listens. А spare Jesus and Mary 
Chain-influenced arrangement of "Bi&zkrieg Вор” is a highlight, as 
is their deranged take on John Lee Hooker's "Т.В. Sheets.” (PCP) 
df 


SPRITUALIZED 

PURE PHASE 

Imagine Jesus & Mary Chain in the grip of blue sunshine. They've 
been described as everything from "soul" to "ambient" to "blues" 
and when they mix it up as they do on "These Blues" it does 
provide an exhilarating whoosh of transcendence.. Yet so much of 
this is trippy synthesized psychedelic dreck or lush miasmatic 
nonsense it's hard to take any of it seriously. Maybe that's the 
point. Maybe that's why as lead singer Jason Pierce informs us on 
"Let It Flow" we should only have a "taste." Because too much as it 
is for Pierce is "Just enough to make me sick." Consider yourself 
warned. (Arista) ds 


SQUATWEILER 

ALL TEMPO HOT PANTS 

Hot damn! Best new record I've heard in the past two months by a 
band strolling past my window unbeknownst to me. These grrris 
don't riot, they rock. Hell, the boyys in the band rock too. Ho-sa- 
na. Total rock plus rock 'n' roll which has the swingin’ ballistic 
nature missing from most other loud mouth or petulant contenders. 
This would be the perfect band for Hole to tour with, ‘cause if Hole 
slacked, they'd get destroyed. As itis, only MTV/heroine 
whoreship/rock crit boners would keep Ms. Hole's band afloat, 
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having to follow this troop. 

Squatweiler hooks up hard rock dynamics to firm up and roll 
the rhythms and quaking dissonant/ jangle/ chunk/burn guitar into 
riff hooks which sit right up and spit. Atop this is a strong voiced 
presence that shouts, sings, screams a bit and indulges in raggedy 
harmonies jammed between growl, coo and yak that reminds me of 
those late 80s Scrawl shows. Or the time | spent good money to 
see Salem 66. Twice. Never mind. 

The thing that drives Hot Pants is strong tunes supporting nice 
dynamic shifts pulling in, out and around tempo changes in a fluid, 
functional way. That they do so without drawing attention to the 
fact in any arty or inept fashion beloved of the feeb side of the 
indieroque dirteaters or haze headed undergrounders is empirical 
proof of superiority. Plus, Mitch Easter drops a Jimmy Page, 
Robert Quite loopy acid stutter solo into "Milton Pond” that truly 
shames the alternative nation's six-stringers. 

All you fuckers out there buying the Elastica record instead of 
this must really hate year nation and be filled with self-loathing. 
Come home ye dastards and simpletones, come home. To rock. 
It's the right thing to do. (Huel) er 


STARFISH 

STELLAR SOME SOLUTIONS 

What a furious neo-metal punk noise these children make. Now if 
they would only mix the neo-expressionist vocalisms a little higher. 
Then they could make their neo-existentialist dread more 
pronounced. Maybe that's the point, however; muted aggression. 
А kind of hesitant half-step forward. Still, this is, for the most part, 
noisy, hostile, mind-bending and overwhelming. shards of guitar 
spume erupting over circular-bass fixation centered by aggro six- 
string riffage with a drummer petulantly, childishly marking time. 
Bob Mould helped out. | know, so what? (Trance) ds 


STEREOLAB 

RERIED ГРАН 

Darlings of the British underground and soon to be, if not already, 
cult figures stateside, Stereolab pit the gorgeous keyboard drone of 
the Velvet Underground against the French pop stylings of Laetitia 
Sadier to create а rather startling hybrid. While Sadier's vocals, 
she sings almost entirely in French, are a bit precious at times, she 
keeps herself in check, letting the grandiose swirling maelstrom-like 
melodies sweep her and the listener along. Even on the disc's 
purest pop confections, "Lo Boob Oscillator" and “Sadistic” Sadier 
allows herself to fade in and out of the multi-tracked vocal sections. 
Ironically, the most inspired cut is the long instrumental "Animal Or 
Vegetable" which sounds like an outtake from VU 69. (Drag City) 
ds 


STRANGULATED BEATOFFS 

DOS OF OUR LIVES 

To understand where these minimalist ambient terrorists (looped 
electronic fragments sometimes accompanied by irritating voices all 
of it draped with the odd synthesized sound or two or three) are 
coming from you have to know your history. Have to know the 
importance of Cabaret Voltaire and Whitehouse and British white 
noise forerunners such as Splintered and Skullfiower. Which is to 
say "know" how “unimportant” the aforementioned were, are, and 
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continue to be. Yes, | know my history and | say that those who 
choose not to remember the past are condemned to repeat it. In a 
very annoying way. (Death By Blowjob) ds 


SUGAR 
BESTOES/THE JOKE 15 ALMUS OW #5; SOMETIMES 


Besides is not a new Sugar studio album. Rather, it's a compilation 
of B-sides (get the pun?), live tracks, alternate versions and 
assorted leftovers from their three years together. While the B- 
sides, especially those written by bassist David Barbe, generally 
aren't as good as Sugar's album tracks, there are а few gems 
among them. After last year's relatively upbeat File Under: Easy 
Listening, "Needle Hits E" and "After АН the Roads Have Led to 
Nowhere" find guitarist/vocalistprincipal songwriter Bob Mould in 
his more familiar dark brooding mode. The acoustic alternate 
versions call attention to melodies that Sugar's distorted attack 
often obscures. Of the live tracks, "JC Auto” vents furiously in spite 
Of its lyrical pretentiousness, "The Slim" smolders to a tense climax, 
and "Armenia Cily in the Sky" is an ace cover of Speedy Keen's 
contribution to The Who Sell Out. All told, Mould's scraps are more 
compelling than most people's pearls. 

The first pressing of Besides includes a bonus seventy minute 
live disc, The Joke is Always on Us, Sometimes, recorded last 
November in Minneapolis, Mould's hometown. Hardly Sugar's best 
night, the set is ragged in spots and has a few too many Barbe 
songs, but rages energetically throughout. (Rykodisc) df 
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SUPERCHUNK 

MRES WHERE THE STRINGS COME ЛУ 

The perky tune which kicks off this rather tedious collection finds 
lead singer Mac McCaughan worrying that he's not hyper enough. 
Well, that's not his nor the bands problem. Lack of interesting 
songs is. The melodies are trite, the hooks lack bite and the 
arrangements are cloying and unimaginative. Moreover, 
McCaughan's adenoidal whine is a rather ineffective instrument for 
conveying the heartfelt banalities proffered as lyrics. Why 
Superchunk has such a huge following in the underground is a 
mystery because there really is very little that is original or polished 
in their droney power -punk. (Merge) ds 


SUPERSUCKERS 

ХИТУ 

Hard, fast rock with a pinch of country flavoring. Critically resistant 
chording, tasteful performances kissed by the requisite amount of 
raggedness. Eddie Spaghetti, the lead singer, suavely disdaining 
histrionics at each and every turn. God! It's all so suave, so 
soignee, | sometimes forget I'm listening to rock and roll. Boys, 
there's a fine line between inspiration and contrivance. Wise up 
and stop trying to mix the two; it's an unhealthy relationship! (Sub 
Pop) ds 


THE SWINGIN’ NECKBREAKERS 

SHAKE BREAK! 

If you're not won over by "Wait" the foot-stompin' anthemic rocker 
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opening Shake then you might as well stop right there. Not 
because things don't get better; they do. It's just that you're either 
too old, too young or too burnt out to remember glorious bits of 
ephemera like "Ain't No Friend Of Mine," "Psychotic Reaction," or 
“Action Woman.” If you do so recollect, you're going to dig this 
collection of sixties garage originals and slightly retooled covers of 
cuts by the likes of Chuck Berry, Bobby Fuller and Tom Fogerty. At 
frst blush, much of this appears highly derivative, but let this disc 
"shake" itself out. Listen closely to the lead singer's snarling bray, 
the seductive assault of the snotty guitar on the breaks, the way it 
sounds so effortless, so heartfelt. This trio has so soaked up their 
influences they literally sweat this stuff. And as all lovers know, 
nobody's sweat smells exactly alike. (Telstar) ds 


TAR 

OVER AND OUT 

А very clever and adept post-punk piece of busyness. Translation? 
Melody is replaced with guitar noise textures, ingenious bass work 
becomes the center that almost holds, flat monochromatic ululating 
attempts to at once provide the inhuman as human touch and 
drumplay winks at us as non-rhythmic afterthought The end 

comes as the beginning and the beginning begs us for an ending. 
(Touch & Go) ds 


DAWD TRONZO AND REEVES GABRELS 

MEZ ЛУ AMNESIA 

REEVES GABRELS 

THE SACRED ЗЛИ OF OW 

Everyone's masturbated at one ime or another but some 
musicians feel compelled ip preserve thes monkey spanking cn 
tape. Two such are guitarists Tronzo and Gabreis. Tronzo is a 
twisted side master, while Gabrels, formerly of Tin Machine, plays 
in a style somewhat similar to Adrian Belew. All but one of the ten 
tracks on Night in Amnesia are impromptu studio improvisations. 
Although both guitarists possess formidable chops, the jams 
meander self-indulgently into dreaded fusion and don't withstand 
repeated listening. But for a cover of Dizzy Gillespie's "Night in 
Tunisia," this one's a case of dazzling technique without context. 
Yawn. 

Gabrels talents are used much better on his solo debut, The 
Sacred Squall of Now. Squall covers a wide range, from a middle 
eastern-flavored instrumental, "Низћи," to a noisy, dirge tempo 
cover of "баа Moon Rising" that makes real the "voice of rage and 
ruin" at which Creedence's original only hinted. Predictably, the 
focus here is on Gabrels' guitars, but not excessively so. Given 
decent material, such as the Frank Black-sung "119 Years Адо," 
Gabrels is quite compelling. At other times, such as "Firedome," he 
drifts into standard lead guitarist solo album fodder. Gabrels has a 
thin voice, but he has the good sense to farm out vocals to heavy 
friends, such as David Bowie and Jeffrey Gaines. (Rykodisc & 
Upstart) df 


UPPER CRUST 

LET THEM EAT ROCK 

With band members having names such as Lord Bendover, the 
Duc distortion and Jackie Kickassis, the Upper Crust combines 
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ACIDC and Troggs thump with rich snob lyrics and presents it in 
Edwardian suits and powdered wigs. As their name indicates, they 
spoof ай attitudes, manners and hobbies of the fabulously 
moneyed. The song titles indicate the content: “Let Them Eat 
Rock," "Old Money,” "Friend of a Friend of the Working Class." 
Essentially one joke spread over an entire CD, they could be Newt 
Gingrich's fave rock band. Except Newtie would miss the joke 
entirely. (Upstart) df 


URGE OVERKILL 
#07 THE DRACON 


Urge is the latest practitioner of the U2-if-we-say-we're-great-often- 
enough-people-will-believe-us big lie school of self promotion. If 
they dwell on their carefully cultivated hipster images enough, 
maybe the masses will forget that they're merely recycling ‘70's riffs 
from Cheap Trick, etc., but without gripping hooks. Now that 
they've taken the kitsch element out of their songwriting however, 
they're not even particularly amusing. (Geffen) df 


VARIOUS 

THE STORI OF SPACE AGE POP MIS. 1-3 

К stl amazes: the lowbrow music of the fifties through early sixties 
(ascendancy of Perry Como to the coming of the Beatles) 
ascending triumphant near the fin de siecle. Those in their late 
thirties are already intimately familiar with these swinging, vaguely 
jazzy interpretations of popular hits and boingy boppy bouncy 
originals. Slapped together to show off corporate menschens hot 
new Sears $295 hi fi system to gullible janes. In other words, 
space age bachelor bad music. (Not to be confused with the 
saccharine beauty of Martin Denny, Arthur Lyman, Les Baxter, 
Jackie Gleason or Korla Pandit inasmuch as they toiled for other 
record companies.) The mass hip market sounds of the day 
currently de rigueur due to readily approachable orchestration tied 
to exotic rhythms beaten out on everything from congos to 
chromatic bamboo. In other words, Bohemian muzak. Most of 
which works thanks to the childish comedic sensibility and the fact 
that it's virtually impossible to refrain from drinking pitcher after 
pitcher of martinis (gin, a splash of vermouth, a lemon peel - 
shaken not stirred) while listening. (RCA) ds 


VARIOUS 

THE BEST OF DOO MP РАМА? 

THE BEST OF DOO HOP BALLADS 

Richie Cunningham, Ralph Malph and Potsie Weber are crammed 
tightly into a red vinyl booth at Al's pleasantly antiseptic diner. The 
three are carrying on an animated conversation over the irritating 
din of Al's eighteenth consecutive play of the Silhouettes "Get A 
Job." "Hey, hey, hey" wisecracks Ralph, "I think Cunningham's got 
the hots for The Fonz!" "Oh Ralph! Don't be such а Роже" retorts 
Richie, blushing. As if on cue, The Fonz, strangely older and more 
worldly looking than the rest of the "kids," swaggers through the 
doors. Richie presses his thighs tightly together as he watches 
Fonzie parade to the jukebox. He hopes that Ralph doesn't notice 
the thin film of perspiration clinging to his downy upper lip. The 
Fonz pounds his fist on top of the machine and the Silhouettes are 
abruptly silenced. The black clad Lothario then snaps his fingers 


and the Flamingos’ haunting "| Only Have Eyes For You" swells 
from the box. The lights appear to dim As The Fonz tums he 
catches Richie's longing gaze and silently mouths "I love you." 
(Rhino) sf 


VARIOUS 

COUNTRY SHOTS: ЖАР JAMMIN CREATS 

Yup, truck drivin music. Our favorite moron as artist genre. And a 
most virile one at that, its big-name stars Dave Dudley, Dick 
Curless, Ferlin Husky, Harley Wilcox and the like virtually dripping 
testosterone. Black-gummed. iterate. women-hating, peter-bilt 
sociopaths. Unwashed, sighty dazed, inveterate snuff-dipping, 
pot-bellied, work-boot and зод-тагкед underwear adorned 
Americans. Singing about the things that matter most in life. 
Interstate jamming truck wrecks. penci-necked women, crippled 
retarded children, and sway dogs Ten cuts and thirty-three 
minutes of gritty, uptempo, gasoline-soaked nirvana. (Rhino) sf & 
ds 


VARIOUS 

THE FALL OF AMERICAN 

Why do we get promo onty releases? If we rave about them our 
readers can't do much about it Are we supposed to talk about how 
great all the bands on the comp are? Is that it? Is that the point of 
having this garbage stuffed in our mailbox? Well there are 17 
aggregations on this release and they ай weigh in with terrific 
efforts. Some of the artists, Ju&an Cope, Jesus & Mary Chain, 
Love & Rockets, are almost legendary, most are unknown. There's 
funk, grunge, rap, hard rock - the whole nine yards. Our favorite 
American artists, Dice Clay and Johnny Cash, are unnoticeably 
absent. What do you cafe? You can't get this unless you call me 
or publish a magazine. Girls geting on the horn whilst naked and 
promising to send a pair of говед panties forego the mailing costs. 
(American) ds 


VARIOUS 

TOKYO TRASHVILLE! 

Look, I've had it with you fucking Japs Let me tell you how fo 
make areal саг. First you get some fat, angry, beer-swilling white 
dudes with slavic names. You 5ӛсі ‘em in a factory in Pittsburgh 
and tell ет to make some steel Then you send this steel shit off 
to Detroit where a bunch of psychopathic white-trash refugees from 
West Virginia and Kentucky mold it into a frame, a body, and а 
huge engine with eight cylinders. Then you give the finished 
product a cool name - Impala or Galaxy or something like that - 
stick on some seats, a four barrel card and a dual exhaust, set up 
and send it to a dealer where people will purchase it without being 
tortured first and enjoy cruising around in it for years to come. The 
problem with this whole thing for you japs is that ай this shit 
requires the loving labor and true genius of the American people. 
so does Rock 'n' Кой. So buzz off, ya slants. And sell your cars 
somewhere else. Like Africa. Where they don't have any. (I totally 
concur with this rant being an owner of a vintage cobait blue, 
chopped and channeled 66 Pontiac Tempest Still, if Steve would 
turn this outre punk stuff up real loud and throw back a few bottles 
of sake, he'd probably find it all quite amusing. But then he drinks 
Budweiser.) (Au Go Go) sj & ds 


VARIOUS 

ФЕ PUAT ONES OF MP HOP 

THE SHOW 

Big Phat do not be the first installment of the epic hip hop history 
the title suggests but a collection of half-baked new jack swing, rap 
and dancehall pieces. Yeah, that's right; we white. Still we can 
smell product just like our black brethren and on behalf of the 
million men, | says this compilation stinks. Not in a funky way 
neither. This be an insidious piece of consumer fraud and 
normally | would urge a total boycott of Polygram products if not for 
the fact the company just released the stunning Velvet 
Underground box set. The Show is more state of the so-called art 
although it nevertheless ain't nothin’ but a thang (‘cept for Kalli 
Ranks "Kill Dem All." God damn but those Jamaicans sho nuff be 
down wif it). And only animals buy "hangs." And cause they can't 
read this thusly no matter what | testify it won't be upsetting no 
one's apricot. (Polygram) ds 


VELVET UNDERGROUND 

PEEL LOWLY AND SEE 

By now, the legacy of the Velvet Underground is well-known: They 
brought abrasive, sonic dissonance and frank discussions of 
previously taboo subjects, such as hard drug use, S&M, bisexuality 
and transvestism, to rock 'п' roll. Though widely despised in their 
lifetime, their work is suffused with uncompromising bluntness and 
is, at times, corrosive and pretty, with a staying power that makes 
them arguably America's most influential rock band. 

Released 25 years after Lou Reed's departure effectively 
ended the Velvets, Peel Slowly covers their five-year heyday on 
five CDs. The set includes their original four albums (The Velvet 
Underground and Nico, White Light/White Heat, The Velvet 
Underground, and Loaded) in their entirety and in running order, as 
well as 25 previously unreleased tracks. 

Particularly noteworthy is the first disc, which features 78 
minutes of previously unbootlegged demos of six songs from 
1965. Four of which became comerstones of The Velvet 
Underground and Nico. The demos feature multiple takes of Reed, 
John Cale and Sterling Morrison in sparer settings that often bear 
scant resemblance to the later versions. "Venus in Furs” has ап 
almost madrigal feel with Cale singing. "Waiting for the Man" 
sounds countrified with Reed on harmonica(!), and "All Tomorrow's 
Parties" is recast as a folk song. 

The remaining four discs feature the original four albums and 
a large chunk of unreleased material, some of which has been 
widely bootlegged. The Velvet Underground appears in its Reed- 
mixed "closet" version that emphasizes the vocals. The Loaded 
sessions, which make up all of the fifth disc, includes "Sweet Jane" 
and "New Age" in the full-length versions that Reed had intended 
before Doug Yule edited out portions following Lou's departure 
from the band in August 1970, as well as previously unavailable 
outtakes that later appeared on Reed's solo albums. Failing to 
include anything from 1969 Live, one of rock's best live albums 
however, is almost criminal. 

Although What Goes On, a three-CD Australian Velvets box 
set from 1993, includes a few items that Peel Slowly omits, Peel 
Slowly is a far more comprehensive overview. The unreleased 
tracks make it worthwhile to the fanatics who already bought the 
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individual albums, while its presentation of the complete original 
four pieces of vinyl make it essential for anyone else. (Polygram) df 


THE VOLUPTUOUS HORROR OF KAREN BLACK 

THE ANT-RATURALISTS. 

Ain't nothing voluptuous about the filly fronting this ineffectual band 
of poseurs. We'd sooner fuck their limpid Jap transvestite guitar 
player . . . his lambent buttocks . . . firm and unfettered . . . his 
cruelly down-tumed mouth . . . Well, never mind all that. Back to 
the music, which we have the unpleasant duty to report ain't very 
voluptuous either. Pedestrian pop punk played with all the 
panache of your second grade music teacher avec pitch pipe. 
Attenuated butch vocals cracking on almost every note. And for a 
woman who often uses her vulva as an oesterizer, Ms. Black pens 


alarmingly trite lyrics. Might we suggest volunteering for leads in a 
snuff film? (Triple X) ds & sj 


THE WHO 

LYE Al LEEDS 

Say what you will about the Who's shameless flogging of ther 
legacy after drummer Keith Moon's death in 1978, the original Who 
circa 1967-71 may have been rock's most explosive live act. 

As the first strike in MCA's long overdue overhaul of the Who's 
compact disc catalog, MCA has improved on rock's greatest live 
album, Live at Leeds, by more than doubling its length, restoring 
formerty edited song portions and between song stage patter, 
removing the annoying crackling noises and remastering the whole 
shebang. Live at Leeds now consists of nearly the entire February 
14, 1970 performance at Leeds University, with the exception of 
most of Tommy, in running order. 

In addition to including more musical fireworks among guitarist 
Pete Townshend, bassist John Entwistle and Moon, the expanded 
version provides a glimpse of the humor and warped comraderie 
that characterized Who concerts. whereas the original release 
veered toward the metal tendencies The Who were beginning to 
develop, the new edition balances that against the pop styles of 
early singles like "Can't Explain,” "Happy Jack" and “I'm A Boy." 

Although there are better versions of some of the songs here 
on bootlegs (e.g., check out Fillmore East, March 4, 1968's takes 
on "Can't Explain" and "Fortune Teller"), the revised Leeds 
improves substantially on an already great record. all of which 
“leeds” to one question: What took MCA so long? (MCA) df 


SMOKEY WILSON 
THE REAL DEAL 
Ladies and gentlemen, Mr. Smokey Wilson explaining why he, not 
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VOL. HORROR OF К. BLACK 


Evander Holyfield, is "The Real Deal": "See a lot of people don't 
even know what the blues is about. You have got to sleep with 
them! You got the last hoecake flour in the barrel and then you're 
going to flip it up in the skillet and then you going to hit the hogs 
slop. Hey man!" Now who can argue with that? It's authentic 
backwoods Mississippi negro gibberish! The music is authentic too 
and moreover, so greasy it's likely to slide right off your disc player. 
So, hey man, watch it! Then listen. Listen .... №... Hush! ... 
Be still... Nowlisten...See?... See?... Burning. He pluckest 
itout Burning. O'er happy phrases, startling expressions, accents 
of love, bursts of passion, cries of joy and demonstrations of pure 
delight making the time honored (but little celebrated) Delta blues 
sizzle and smoke. ке... Like . . . Yes! . . . Oh, yes! ... Like 
hoecakes fried in moonshine. (Rounder) ds 


WINDOWPANE 

SEE? 

Clearly born of acid-soaked reveries fueled by continuous playings 
of 13th Floor Elevators’ Вий of the Woods and Jandek records, 
Windowpane has carved out a niche on a nonexistant ledge of their 


own demented devise. Purposeful meandering, existential 
grooving, cynical groking, in other words, a mind bending post- 
modem take on psychedelia. Consciousness-altering guitar figures 
float on a bed of primitive drumming and throbbing, grooving bass. 
At a press conference held to announce the release of the 1р, 
founder and lead guitarist Век! Bridle-Demayer, clad in an ermine 
trimmed, floor-length, red astrakhan and holding the Cross of 
Lorraine, para-sailed onto a makeshift stage constructed from the 
remnants of Tex Watson's farmhouse to announce that Windopane 
did not really exist and that wicked people had fabricated the 
existence of the band to dissemble the true eternal grandeur of 
Blue Cheer. To speak of love for Windopane, as we do, she 
explained, was not only absurd, but dada-revisionist. She did leave 
the address as to where one could order the non-existent album 
however. (OR, Box 19553, Indianapolis, IN 46219) ds & sj 


r 

ДИЛЛИ 

When X recently played D.C., John Doe supposedly remarked from 
the stage that he wanted to punch out a Washington Post critic who 
accused X of resting on their laurels. Let's look at the record: two 
of the band's last three albums have been live sets dominated by 
old material; they have released one studio album in the last eight 
years. Sounds like the truth hurts, John! 

That said, however, X's latest live set, Unclogged, recasts 
many of their best songs in intimate, but not quite “unplugged,” 
arrangements that recall X's Knitters incarnation of the mid-80's. 
The rearrangements give the material a country and rockabilly feel 
at which the rocked-up original versions only hint. Doe and Exene 
Cervenka harmonize in their trademark disjointed manner, while 
Tony Gilkyson's guitar work is tastefully restrained. D.J. 
Bonebrake's occasional use of the marimbas adds an unexpected 
light touch. Maybe Unclogged is just a cynical effort to keep X's 
name in the public eye until they decide to make an album of new 
material together, but it's engaging nonetheless. (Infidelity/Sunset 
Blvd.) df 4 
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